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Dramatis Perſone, 
MEN 
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I R Godfrey, Brether in 1 aw to the W; idm Plus; 
Maſter Edmond, Son to the Widow Plus. 
Grorge Pye-boord, 4 Scholar and a Citizen. 

Sir Oliver Muck-hill, a Suitor to the Tach Plus, 

Sir John Penny-Dub, a Sui tor to Moll. 

Sir Andrew Tipſtaffe, 4 Suitcy to Frances, 

The Sheriff of London. 

1 Idle, 4 1 8 8 | | 


Buttock | | 
and Two of the Sheriff's en 
Ravenſhaw 
| Dogſon, a beer. 3355 To E © 


CH Oath, à vain gloriods Fellow. 


Nicholas St. 1 | 8 he © 
Simon St. Mary Overies, Tarvin mo Kee: the Lady 
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SCENE LONDON |," 


1 H E 


PURITAN: 


| OR, THE 5 
WIDOW of Watlng-Street. - 
OS IPIISIOI POSIIIIOSOG 0p] 
KOTA % 

| Eh, | 15 4 

1 Enter the Lady Vidum Plus, Frances and Moll; Sir 
| Godfrey with Edmond, all in Mourning. | Tie Widew 
mringing her Hands, and burſting cut into Paſung as 
ae come from the Burial ij ber Nusb anl. 


H, that ever I was Born, that 
ever was Born! 


dear Siſter; {weet Siſter, be of 
good Comfort, ſheæw your ſelf 
a Woman, now or never. 


the ſweeteſt Husband that ever lay by Woman. 


Sir God. Nay give him his due, be was indeed an ho- 


neſt, virtuous, diſcreet, wile Man, —he was my Brother, 
as right, as right. L 


Vid. O, I thall never forget him, never forget him, be 
was a Man ſo well girento a Woman —oh 


1 


any Woman, but alas, our Tears cannot call him again: 


Fir Ged. Nay good Siſter, . 
Mid. Oh, I have loſt the 


deareſt Man, I have buried 


Sir God. Nay, but kind Siſter, I could weep as much as 


A 2 4 methinks 
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4 The Puritan: or, Te 
methinks:you are well read, Siſter, and know that Death is 
As common as Homo, a common Name to all Men; — 3 
Man ſhall be taken when he's making water. — Nay, did 
Tot the learned Parſon, Maſter P:igman, tell us e en now, 
that all Fleſh is frail, we are born to die, Man hath but a 
time: Mith ſuch like drep and profound Perſuaſions, as 
he is a rare fellow, you know, and an excellent Reader: 
and for Example, (as there are · Examples abundance) did 
not Sir Humphry Bubble die t other Day, there's a luſty 
Widow, why ſhe cry'd not above half an Hour — for 


ſhame, for ſhame; Then follow'd him od Maſter Ful- b 
ſeme, the U ſurer, there's a wile Widow, why: ſhe ery d 5 
a neer a whit at all. 7 . | 

Vid. O rank not me with thoſe wicked Women, I had 
a Husband out-ſhin'd 'em all. r 


Sir God Ay that he did, i'faith, he out-ſhin'd em all. 
| Mid. Doſt thou ſtand there and fee us all weep, and 
f not once ſhed a Tear for thy Father's Death? oh thou 
= ungracious Son and Heir thon ? | 
=_— Ediy. Troth, Mother, I ſhould. not weep I'm ſure; 
I am paſt a Child I hope, to make all my old School- 
4 fellows laugh at me; I ſhould be mockt, ſo I ſhould ; 
= pray let one of my Siſters weep for me, I'll laugh as 
| mich for her another time, 15 | 
 Wid. O thou paſt-Grace thou, out of my fight thou An 
graceleſs Imp, thou grieveſt me more than the Death of To 
thy Father: O thou ſtubborn only Son: had '{ thou ſuc! F Ang 
an honeſt Man to thy Father — that would deceive al Eve 
the World to get Riches for thee, and canſt thou not afford F O, 
a little Salt-water ! He that fo wiſely did quite overthiov | a H. 
the right Heir of thoſe Lands, which now you reſpect I thin, 
not: up every Morning betwixt four and five, ſo duly at. . of th 
Wetminſter-Hall every Term time, with all his Card F kept 
and Writings, for thee thou wicked Abſalon — I wor 
O dear Husband ! F wo” 
| Edm, Weep, quotha ? I proteſtT am glad he's churched; | bang 


for now he's gone, I ſhall ſpend in quiet. 8 
' Fran. Dear Mother, pray ceaſe; half your Tears ſuſfice, I of mi: 
Tis time for you to take truce with your Eyes, gain, 


Let te werp now . | | 
Vid. O ſuch a dear Knight, ſuch a ſweet Husband 5 


J alt, 


If that one thing chat I had not, beſide, I had Keys of all, 
kept all, receiv'd all, had Money in my Purſe, ſpent what 
I would, went abroad when | would) came home when + 


rains upon, he had it, pouring down. | 

Sir Ged. Siſter, be of good chear, we are all mortal 
ourſelves, I come upon you freſhly, I ne'er ſpeak with- 
out comfort, hear me what 1 ſhall ſay, ——— my Brother 
has left you wealthy, you're rich. OR TT CE eg 

Vid. O! ; N 

Sir Ged. I ſay you're rich: you are alſo fair. 

id. O! | 25 

i Gcd, Go to, you're fair, you cannot ſmother it, 
Peauty will come to light, nor are your Years fo far en- 
ter'd with you, but that you wil: be {:ught after, and 
may very well anſwer another Husband ; the World is full 


of nne Gallants, choice enow, Siſter, — for what ſhouid 


we do with all our Knights, I pray ? but to marry rich 
Widows, wealthy Citizens Widows, luſty fair-brow'd 
Ladies, Go to, be of good comfort, I lay, leave lnob- 
bing ard weeping, — yet my Prother was a kind-hearted 
Man. — [would not have the Elf ſee me now, come 
pluck up a Woman's Heart, —here ſtand your Daughters, 


who be well eſtated, and at maturity will alfo be icquy'd. 


alter with good Husbands, ſo all thele Tears ſhall be ſoon 


dry'd up, and a better World than ever — what, Wo- 
man? you mult not weeptil!? he's dead, he's buried 


jet I cannot chuſe but weep for him. } 
id. Marry again! no, let me be buried quick then? 
And that ſame part of Quire whereon I tread | 
To ſuch intent, O, may it be my Grave: | 
And that the Yrieſt may turn his Wedding Prayers, 
Even with a breath, to Funeral duſt and aſhes; | 
O, out of a Million of Millions, I ſhould ne'er find ſuc 


a Husband; he was unmatchable — unmatchable ; no- 


thing was ſo hot, nor too dear for me, I could not fpeak 


would, and did all what I would : O — my ſweet Hub 
band; I ſha'l reyer have the like. 5 | 
Sir God. Siſter ? ne'er ſay ſo, he was an honeſt Brother 
o! mine, and fo, and you may light upon one as honeſt 
again, or one as honelt again may light upon you; that's 
tle properer Phraſe indeed, © | 3 


| Widow of Watling-ſtreet. 5 


I loſt, have loſt . if bleſſed be the Coarſe the Rain 


A 3 | Wid 
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6 De Puritan: or, The © 
id. Neyer : O if you love me urge it not. 
O may I be the by-word of the World, 
The common talk at Table, ir the Mouth 
Ot every Groom and Waiter, if e'er more | 22 
I entertain the carnal ſuit of Man, . [Kneels, 
Hell. J muſt kneel down for faſhion too. „ 
Fran. And l, whom never Man as yet hath ſeal d, 
Een in this depth of general Sorrow, vow 
Never to marry, to ſuſtain ſuch loſs, 
As a dear Rusband ſeems to be, once Dead. 
Mall. | lov'd my Father well too; but to ſay, 
Nay, vow, I would not marry for his Death, 
Sure | ſhould ſpeak falſe Latin, ſhould I nor ? 

' I'd as ſoon vow never to come in Bed. ; | 
Tut, Women mult live by th' quick, and not by th' dead, 
id. Dear Copy of my Husband, O let me kils thee ; 
„ [D. an ing cut ber Husbands Picture. 
How like him is their Model; their brief Fi&ure 
Quickens my Tea.s : my Sorrows are rene w'd 
At their treih ſi ht. 3 ä 
Sir G. d. dite . 

id. Away, | 
All honeſty with him is turn'd to Clay, 

O my {iwezt Husband, O0 r 
Has. My dear Father! . [Exeunt Wid. and Fran. 
A.cll. Here's a puling indeed! I think my Mother weeps 

for all the Women that ever buried Husbands; for if from 
time to time all the Widowers Tears in England bad been 
bottled up, Ido not think all wcu'd have fill d a th ec-halt- 
2 penny Bottle: alas, a mall matter bu:ks a Handkerchiet,-- 

and {cmetimes the ipittle ſtands tos nigh Saint Thon as 4 

| Watring's, Well, 1 can mourn in good ſober ſort as well 

as ancther; but where I {pend one Tear for a dead Fa- 
ther, I could give twenty Kiſſes for a quick Hus band. 

Exit Moll, 

Sir Ged. Well go thy ways, old. Sir Godfr:y, and thou 


may'ſt, be proud on't, thou haſt a kind loving Silter-in-law.: 


1 How conſtant ? how paſſionate? how full of April the 
| poor Soul's Eyes are, Well, | would my Brother knew 
| on't he ſhould then know what a kind Wife he had left 
behind him. Truth, and *twere not for ſhame that the 
Neiglbuursat th'next Garden ſhou!d hear me betwixt Joy 


| Widow of Watling-ſtreet.. -. 
and Grief, I ſhould een cry out-right. ¶ Exit Sir Godfrey. 
Edm. So, a fair riddance, my Father's laid in Duſt, his 
Coffin and he is like a whole Meat-Pye, and the Worms 
will cut him up ſhortly : Farewel old Dad, farewel; I'll 
be curb'd in no more; I perceive a Son and Heir may 
quickly be made a Fool, and he will be one, but I'Itake 
another order; Now ſhe would have me weep for him 
forſooth, and why: becauſe he cozen d the right Hetr, 
being a Fool, and beſtow'd thoſe Lands on me his Eldeſt 
Son; and therefore I muſt weep for him, ha, ha: why, 
all the World knows, as long as twas his Plealure to get 
me, 'twas his Duty to get for me: I know the Law in 
that Point, no Attorney can gull me. Well my Uncle is- 
an old Aſs, and an admirable Coxcomb, 1I'11 rule the roaſt 
my (elf, I'll be kept under no m-.re, I know what I may 
| .do weil.enough by my Father's Copy : the Law's in mine 
; own Hands now: Nay, now I know my ſtrength, Fll bz 
ſtrong enough for my Mother, I warrant ou. 


| >. [ Exit. 
Enter George Pye-boord; and Peter Skirmiſh, 

Pye, What's to be done now, old Lad of War, thou. 
that were wont to be as hot as a Turn-\{pit. as nimble as 
a Fencer, and as louſie as a School-maſter ; now thou art 
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8 put to ſilence like a Sectary,.— War fits now like a Juſtice j 

ps of Peace, and does nothing; where be your Muskets, 1 
* Calivers ard hot-ſhots? in Long Lane, at pawn, at pawn 2 \ ja 
en —Now Keys are our only Guns, Key-guns, Key-guns, . 
. and Bawds the Gunners—who are your Sentine's in 1h 1 
Peace, and ſtand ready charg'd to give warning; with = 
8 hems, hums, and pocky-coughs; only your Chambers = 
ell are licenſt to play upon you, and drab, enow to give 4 
Fa- Fire to em. | 6 


Stir, Well, I cannot tell, but I am ſure it goes wrong 
roll, with me, for ſince the Ceſſure of the Wars, I have ſpenc 


ou above a hundred Crowrs out of Purſe: I have been a Sol- 
law. dier any time this forty Years, and now perceive an old 
the Soldier, and an old Courtier have both one Deſtiny, and 
new in the end turn both into Hob-nails, 
left Pye. Pretty My ſtery for a Beggar, for indeed a Hob- 
the rail is the true Emblem of a Beggar's Shoe-ſoal.. 
Joy Skir, I will not ſay but that Mar is a Blood- ſueker and 
204 ſo; but in my Conlcience, (as there is no Soldier but has 
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3 De Puritan: or, The 

a piece of one, tho' it be full of holes, like a ſhot Ancient, 

no matter, "twill ſerve to ſwear by) in m7 Conſcience, 1 
hidde 


think ſome kind of Peace has more n Oppreſſions, 
and violent heady Sins (though looking of a gentle Na- 
ture) than a profeſt War. | | 


a Pye. Troth, and for mine own part, I am a poor Gentle- 


man, and Scholar, I have been matriculated in the Uni- 
verſity, wore out fix Gowns there, ſeen ſome Fools, and 
ſome Scholars, ſome ef the City, and ſome of the Coun- 
try, kept Order, went bare-headed over the Quadrangle, 
eat my Commons with a'good Stomach, and battled with 
Diſcretion; at laſt, having done many flights and tricks to 
maintain my Wit in uſe (as my Brain would never indure 
me to be idle.) I was expell'd the Univeiſity, only for 
ſtealing a Cheeſe out of Jeſus College. | 
Skir, Ist poſſible ? | 8 . 
Pye, O! there was one Welohman (God forgive him) 


purſues it hard, and never left, till I turn'd my Staff to- 


ward Lenden, where when I came, all my Friends were 


pit · hold, gone to Graves, (as indeed there but a few left be- 


tore) then was | turn d to my Wits, to ſhift in the World, to 
towre among Sors and Heirs, and Fools, and Gulls, and 
Ladies eldeſt Sons, to work upon nothing, to feed out 


of Flint, and ever ſince has my Belly been much be- 
* holden to my Brain. But now to return to you, old Skir- 


miſb, I ſay as you ſay, and for my part wiſh a Turbu- 


- Tency in the World, for I have nothing in the World, 
but my Wits, and I think they are as mad as 


they will be: ard to ſtrengthen your Argument the 
more, I ſay an honeſt War is better than a bawdy Peace. 
As touchirg my Prefeſſion; the multiplicity of Scholars, 
hatcht and nouriſht in the idle Calms of Peace, make 'em 
hke Fiſhes, one devour another; and the Community of 
Learning has ſo plaid upon Aﬀe&ions, that thereby almoſt 
Religion is come to F hantaſie, and diſerdited by being too 
much ſpoken of — in lo many and mean Mouths. 1 my 
ſelf being a Scholar and a Graduate, have no ather com- 


fort by my Learning, but the Affection of my words, 


to know how Scholar-like to name what I wart, and can 
call myſelf a Beggar both in Greek ard Latin, and there- 
fore not to cog with Peace, I'll not be afraid to fay, tis a 
great Breeder, but a bad Nouriſher: a great Getter of 

> Children, 


— 
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deceive all Eyes but the Devil's. 


Widow of Watling-ſtreet. 9 
Chiidren, which muſt either be, Thieves or rich Mens 
K naves or Beggars. : 8 

Sk;r, Well, would I had been born a Knave then, when 
] was born a Beggar ; for if the truth was known, I think 
I was begot when my Father had never a Penny in his 
Purſe. ET, ED 
- Pye, Puh, faint not, old Skirmiſh, let this warrant thee, 
Facilis Deſcenſus Averni, tis an eaſie Journey: to a K nave, 
thou may'ſt be a Knave when thou wilt; and Peace is a 
good Madam to all other Profeſſions, and an arrant Drah 
to us, let us handle her accordingly, and by our Wits 
thrive in deſpight of her 4 for the Law lives by Quarrels, 
the Courtier by ſmooth Good-morrows, and eyery Pro- 
feſſion makes it ſelf greater hy Imperfe&ions, why not 
we then by Shifts, Wiles, and Forgeries: And ſeeing our 
Brains are the only Patrimonies, let's ſpend withſudgment, 
not like a deſperateSon and Heir, but like a ſober and diſcreet 
Jempler —one that will never march beyond the Bounds 
of his Allowance, and for our thriving means, thus, I my 
felf will put on theDeceit of a Fortune teller, a tortune-teller, 

Skir, Very proper. 3 | 

Pye. And you à Figure-caſter, or a Conjurer. 

Skir, A Conjurer ? DES | 

Pye, Let me alone, I'll inſtruct you, and teach you to 


Skir, O ay, for I would not deceive him, and I could 
chuſe, of all others. 
Pye, Fear not, I warrant you; and ſo by theſe means we 
mall help one another to Patients, as the Condition of the 
Age affords Creatures enow-tor cunning to work upon. 
Skir, O wondrous, new Fools and treth Aſſes. 
F'ye. O, fit, fit, excellent. | 
Skir, What in the name of Conjuring? SA 
Pye. My Memory. greets me happily with an admirable - 
Subject to graze upon. The Lady-Widow, who of late L 
law weeping in her Garden for the Death of her Husband, 
{ure ſhe's but a watriſh Soul, and half on't by this time is 
dropt out of her Eyes: Device well manag d may do good 
upon her: it ſtands firm, my firſt practice ſhall be there. 
Slir. You have my Voice, George. 
Pye. Sh'asa grey Gull to her Brother,” a Fool to her 01- 
e A 


} 


10 -The Puritan: or, be 
ly Son, and an Ape to her youngeſt Daughter; — 1 
ever-heard em ſeverally, and from their words Ill drive 

any dev ee; ard thou, old Peter Skirmiſh, ſhall be my 
ſecond in all ſlights. 5 | 
Skir. Neer doubt me, Ge-rge Tye-Boord, — only you 
muſt teach me to conjure. 

Enter Captain Idle pinie d and with a Guard of Ojicers 

| paſſeth over the Stage, 
Type. Puh, Ill perfect thee, Peter: 
How now; what s he? | 
Ski. O Gewoge | this ſight kills me. 

*Tis my ſworn Brother, Captain Idle. 

Pyr. Captain 1dle. 2 

'Skir. Apprehended for ſome ſellonious Act or other, 
he bas ſtarted out, bas made a Night on't, lackt Silver; 1 

cannot but commend his Reſolution, be would not pawn 
his Buff-Jerkin, I wou'd either ſome of us were employ'd, 
or mizht pitch our Tents at Uſurers Doors, to kill the 

Slaves as they peep out at the Wicket. 

Tye. Indeed, thoſe are cur ancient Enemies; they keep 
our Morey in their Hands, and make us to be hang d for 
robbirg of em; but come let's follow after to the Priſon, 
and knew the nature ot this Offence, and what we can 
ſtead him in, he ſhall be ſure of; and Il] uphold it ſtill, 

that a charitable Knaye is better than a {yothing Puritan. 


: b [ Exeunt. 
| Enter at one Docr Corporal Oath, and at the other three 
_ thc /idwhuritan's Serving Men, Nicholas St. Antlings, 


Simon St, Mary-Overies. and. Frailty, in black ſcurvy 
Mcurning Cats, and Bocks at their Girdles, as coming 
From Church. They meet. | 
Nich. What, Corporal Oath? I am ſorry we have met 
with you next our Hearts; you are the Man that we are 
torbidden to keep company withal, we muſt not {wear I 
can tell you, and yeu have the Name for Swearing . 
Sim. Ay, Corporal Qath, I would you would do ſo much 
as for ſake us, we cannot abide you, we muſt not be ſeen 
in your Company. | 44 
Fail. There is nore of us, I can tell you, but ſhall be 
foundiy whipt for Swearing, eee 
Corp. Why how now? we three? Puritanical Scrape- 
woes, Fleſh a Cd Iridays ; a Hand, COILS 
Al. Oh. | Carp» 


p- <<. > *— : 
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_ © Widow of Watling-ſtreet, 11 
Corp, Why Nicholas St. Antling, Simon St. Mary-Overies, 
has tne De'll poſſeſt you, that you ſwear-no better, you 
Halt-Chriſten'd Katomites, you Umgodmother'd Varlets, 
does the firſt Leſſon teach you to be Fro ud, and the ſecond 
to be Coxcombs; proud Coxcombs, not once to do Duty 
to a Man of Mark. | . | 
Frail, A Man of Mark, quotha, I do not think he can 
ſhew a Beggar's Noble. CEP ES 
Cirp. A Corporal, a Commander, one of Spirit, that is 
able to blow you all dry with your Books at your Girdles. 
Sim. We are are not taught to believe that, Sir, for 
we know the Breath of Man is weak. 5 4 
Corporal bre atbes cn Frailty. 
Frail, Foh, you lie, Nicholas; for here's one ſtrong 
enough ; blow us up, quotha, he may well blow me above 
twelve-icore off on him: I warrant, if the Wind ſtood 
right, a Man might ſmell him f om the top of Newzate, to 
the Leads of Tudgate. . 
Corp. Sirrah, thou hollow Books of Wax - candle. 
Nich. Ay, you may ſay what you will, ſo you [wear not. 
Corp. I iwear by the — | nk 
Nich Hold, hold, good Corporal Oath; but if you ſwear 
once, we ſhall fall down in a Swoon preſently. * 
Corp, I muſt and will ſwear: you quiyering Coxcombs, 
my Captain is impriſon'd, and by Vulcan's Leather Cod-. 
piece point ; 85 | 
Nich. O Simon, what an Oath was there? 
Frail; If he ſhould chane? to break it, the poor Man's 
Breeches would fall down about his Heels, forYenus allows 
but one Point to his Hole. 55 
Corp, With theſe, my Bully Fleet, I will thump ope the 
Priſon Doors, and brain the Keeper with the Begging Box, 
but VII my honeſt ſweet Captain Idle at liberty, __ 
Nich. How, Captain Idle? my old Aum's Son, my , 
dear 'Kinfman in Cappadbbio. — 
Corp. Ay, thou C 8 thou Holy- paring: Re- Wil | 
ligious out-ſide thou; if thou badſt any grace in thee, . nan 
thou woutdſ viſit him, relieve him, ſwear to get him out. 
Nich. Aſſure you, Corporal, indeed la, tis the firſt time 
J heard unt... 1 | ES 
Cerp. Why dot now then, Marmaſet; bring forth thy 
yeatly Wages, let not a Commander periſh, . Fim, | 
a ili» i 
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Sim. But if he be one of the wicked, he ſhall periſh, - 
Nieb. Well, Corporal, I'll e'en along with you, to viſit 
my Kinſme n. if I can do him any good, I will — but f 


Have nothing for him, Simm St. I ary Over ies and Frailty, 


pray make a Lie for me to the Knight, my Maſter, old 
Sir Godfrey. , 


> \Cerp. A Lie? may you lie then? 
| + eng O ay, we may lie, but we muft not ſwear, 
Sim. True, we may lie with our Neighbour's Wit ©, 


but we muſt not ſwear we did ſo. 


Corp. Os an excellent Tag of Religion. _ 
Nich. O, Simen, I have thought upon a ſound Excuſe, 


it will go Currant, ſay that I am gone to a Faſt. 


Sim. Toa Faſt ? very good. 
Nb. Ay, to a Faſt, lay, with Maſter Tull. -belly the 
Miniſter, _ 
Sim. Maſter Full- belly? an honeſt Man: he feeds the 
Flock well, for he's an excellent Feder. 
\ [| Exeant Ccrporal and Nicholas. 
Frail. OI, I have ſeen him eat a whole Fig and after- 


ward fall to the Pettitoes. Exeunt Simon and Frailty, 


The Marſbalſea Priſon. Enter Captain Idle at one Door, 
and an id Sildier at the ther. 
Pye. Pray turn the Key. [ Speaking within, 
2 Turn the Key, I pray. 
Cap. Who ſhould thole be, 1 almoſt know their Voices? 
O my Frignds! (Entring. 


' You're welcome to a ſmelling e here; ; you newly 


took leave ofthe Air, is t not a ſtrange rb 
Pyr. As all Prifons have ſmells of ſundry Wretches  - 

Who tho' departed, leave their Scents behind 'em. 

By Gold, Captain, I am ſincerely ſorry for thee. 


Capt, By my troth, George, I thank' thee ; but, Piſh 


hat muſt be muſt be. 
Sir. Captain, what do you lie in for? ist great? 
what's your Offence ? 


Cart. Faith my Offence is ordinary — common, a2 
Highway, and I fear me my Penalty will Wenn, and 


common too, a Halter, 
Pye. Nay, Propheſie not ſo in, it n go hard, 
But II ſhift for * Life. | 


cut. 


RE 


Nido of Watling-ſtreet 13 
Capt. Whether Ilive or die, thou'rt an honeſt Geerge. 
I'll tell you — Silver flow'd not with me as it had done, 
for now the Tide runs to Bawds and Flatterers, I had a 
ſtart out, and by chance ſet upon a fat Steward, thinking 
his Purſe had been as purſie as his Body; and the Slave 
had about him but the poor purchaſe of ten Groats: Not- 
withſtanding being deſeried, purſued, and taken, I know 
the Law is ſo grim, in reſpect of many deſperate, un- 
ſettled Soldiers, that 1 fear mo I ſhall dance after their 
Fipe for't. ä | 

ir. I am twice ſorry for you, Captain; firſt, that 
your Purchaſe was ſo ſmall, and now that your Danger is 
O great, {$f | 
Capt. Puſh, the worſt is but Death, —— ha' you a 
Fipe of Tobacco about you? a 
Sir. I think I have thereabouts about me. 
RENT Captain blows a pipe. 
Capt, Here's a clean Gentleman too, to receive. 
Pye. Well, I muſt caſt about fome happy ſlight : . 
Wok Brain, that ever didſt thy Maſterright. _ | 
YI ent LCerperal and Nicholas within, 
Corp. Keeper, let the Key be turn'd. ay | 
Nich. Ay, ay, pray, Maſter Keeper, give's a caſt of 
your Office. | 125 | 1 
oy How now ? more Viſitants? — what, Corporal 
Oath? | | 
- Pye. Sir. Corporal. | TOES | 
Corp, In Priſon, honeſt Captain? this muſt not be. 
Nich. Hogy do you, Captain Kinſman ? 
Capt. Good Coxcomb, what makes that pure - ſtarcht 
Fool here? | | 
Nich. You ſee, Kinſman, I am ſomewhat bold to call 
in, and fee how you do; I heard you were ſafe enough, 
and I wasvery glad on't, that it was no worſe. | 
Capt. This is a double torture, now, —this Fool by th 
Book doth vex me more than my Impriſonment. What 
meant you, Corporal, to hook him hither ? 
Corp. Who, be ? he ſhall relieve thee, and ſupply thee, 
I'll make him do't. 2 0 
Capt. Fy, what vain Breath you ſpend: - ; 
He ſupply? I'll ſooner expect Mercy from an Uſurer when 
| 1 


A - 


- 
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my Bond's forfeited, ſooner K indneſs from a Lawyer when 
my Money's ſpent; nay, ſooner Charity from the Devil, 
than Good from a Puritan. - FI] look for Relieffrom him 
when Tuciſer is reſtor d to his Blood, and in Heav'n again, 
Nich. I warrant my Kinſman's talking of me, for my 
left Ear burns moſt tyrannically. ILY. 1 
Dye. Captain dle, what's he there? he looks like a Mon- 
key upward, and a Crane down wart. 
_ Capt, Pſhaw; a fooliſh*Couſin of mine. I muſtthank 
God for him. n 18 
Pye. M hy, the better Subject to work a ſcape upon; 
thou ſhalt een ehange Cloaths with him, and kave him 
here, and ſo — ET + 
Capt. Puſh, I publifht him e en now to my Corporal, 
he will be damned e'er he do me ſo much good; why, I 
know a more proper, a more handſome Device than that 
| 2 ys Slavo would be Sociable, — now Goodman Fleer- 
ace? 8 | 
Nich. O, my Couſin begins to ſpeak to me now, I ſhall 
be acquainted with him again, I hope. 4 1 5 
© Skir, Look! what ridiculous Raptures take hold of his 
Wrinkles. PET | . 
Dye. Then what ſay you to this Device, a happy one 
| Captain? | ; * * 
| - | Capt. Speak low, Geerge; Priſon Rats have wider Ears 
than thoſe in Malt- lofts. | . e r * 
1 ran Couſin, if it lay in my power, as they ſay to 
Capt. Twould do me an exceeding pleaſuꝶ indeed, that 
ne er talk furder ont, the Fool will be hang'd Cer he do. 
Corp. Pox, I'll thump im to't. 
- Pye. Why, do but try the Fopſter, and break it ta 
him bluntly. + nth, e 
Capt. And ſo my Diſgrace will dwell in his Jaws, and 
the Slave ſlaver out our purpoſe to his Maſter; far would 
] were but as ſure on t, as I am ſure he will deny to do't. 
Nich I would be heartily glad, Couſin, if any of my 
Friendſhip, as they ſay,; might. ſtand; ha — 


Pye. Why, you ſee he offers his Friendſhip fooliſhly to 
ycu already. | Cans las 8 ] 
Capt, Ay, that's the Hell ont, I would he would 


offer it wilely, : 
Nich. Verily, and indeed la, Coufin, Capi. 


— 
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Capt. IJ have took note of thy Fleers a good while, if 
thou art minded to do me 3 as thou gap'ſt upon me 
comfortably, and giv'ſt me charitable Faces; which in- 
deed is but a faſhion in you all that are Puritans, wilt 
ſoon at Night ſteal me thy Maſter's Chain? 

Nich. Oh, I ſhall lowne! 

Pye. Corporal, he ſtarts already! . ; 

Cap. I know it to be worth three hundred Crowns, 
and with the half of that, I can buy my Life at a Bro- 
ker's, at ſecond hand, which now lies in pawn to the 
Law; if this thou tefuſe to do, being ealy and nothing 
dangerous, in that thou art held in good Opinion of thy 
Maiter, why 'tis a palpable Argument thou hold'ſt, my 
Life at no Price, and theſe thy broken and unjointed 
Offers are but only created in thy Lip, now Born, and 
now Buried, fooliſh Breath only: what, woult do't? 
ihali I look for Happineis in thy Anſwer? * . 

Nich. Steal my Maſter's Chain, quoth he? no, it 
ſhall ne'er be ſaid, that Nicholas St. Antlings commit» 
ted Birdlime ! | | 

Capt. Nay, I told you as much did I not? tho' he 
be a Puritan, yet he will be a true Man. 

Nieh. Why Coulin you know tis written, Thou 
ſhalt not ſteal. ; 5.52841 

Capt. Why, and Fool, thou ſhalt love thy Neigh- 
bour, and help him in Extremitiess * % | 

Nich. Maſs, I think it be indeed; in what Chapter's 
that, Couſin ? | | | 5 

Capt. W; in the firſt of Charity, the ſecond Verſe. 

Nich. The firſt of Charity, quoth a, that's: à good 
Jeſt, there's no ſuch Chapter in my Book! 

Cap. No, I know 'twas torn out of thy Book; and that 
makes ĩt ſo little in thy Heart. 

Tye. Come, let me tell you, you're too unkind a Kink 
man i'faith 5 the Captain loving you lo dearly, ay, like the 
Pomwater of his Eye, and you to be ſo uncomfortable, 
he, fie. 8 6-8 

Nich. Pray do not wiſh me to be hang d, any thing elſe 
that 1 can do; had. it been to rob, I would ha don't, but 
I muſt not Steal, that's the word, the literal, thou ſhalt 
net Steal; and would you wiſh me to teal then? 45 

\ Jes 


16 © The Puritan: or, The © 
Pye. No Faith, that were too much, to ſpeak truth ; 
why wilt thou Nim it from him? TV 3 
Vicb. That I will. 1 
Pye. N enough, Pully; he will be content with that 
or he ſhall ha' none; let me alone with him now, Cap- 
tain, I ha' dealt with your Kinſmaniina Corner; a good 
kind. natur d Fellow methinks; Go to, you ſhall not 
have all your own asking, you ſhall bate ſomewhat on't, 
he is not contented ablo:utely, as you would ſay, to ſteal 
the Chain from him, but to do you a pleaſure, he will 
nim it from bim. | | | 
Nich. Ay, that] will, Couſim:  — | 
Capt. Well, ſeeing he will do no more, as far as I ſee, 
I muſt be contented with that. | 
Cop. Rere's no hotable gullery ? - 
Pye. Nay, I1lcome nearer to you, Gentlemen, becauſe. 
we Il have only but a Help and a Mirth on't, the Knight 
ſhall not loſe his Chain neither, hut be only laid out of 
the way ſome one or two Days. 2 
Nich, Ah, that would be good indeed, Kinſman. 
Pye. For] have a farther reach, to prcfit us better, by 
the miſſing ont only, than it we had it outright, as my 
Diſcourſe thall make it known to you; when thou haſt 
the Chair, do but convey it out at a Back- door into the 
Garden, and there hang it cloſe in the Roſemary-Bank, 
but for a ſmall Seaſon; and by that harmleſs device, I 
know how to wind Captain Idle out of Priſon, the 
Knight thy Maſter ſhall get his Pardon, and releaſe him, 
and he ſatisfie thy Maſter with bis own Chain, and won- 
dgrous thanks on both Hands. | | 
Nich. That were rare indeed la; 
Pray let me know how. | 
Pye. Nay, tis very neceſſary thou ſhoud'ſt know, be- 
cauſe thou muſt be employ'd as an Actor. ke. 
Wich. An Actor? O no, that's a Player? and our Par- 
fon rails againſt Players. mightily, I can tell you, becaule 
they brought him drunk upo'th'>tage once,—as he will be 
horribly drunk. - | „ 
+. Corp. Maſs I capnot blame him then, 
Poor Church Spout. NE 
Pye. Mhy as an Intermedler then? Ni 
| | | Nic 
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-Nich, Ay, that, that. , ; CREE 
Pye, Give me Audience then; when the old Knight 
thy Maſter has rag d his fill for the lofs of the Chain, tell 
him thou haſt a Kinſman in Priſon, of ſuch exquiſite Art, 
that the Devil himſelf is French Lackey to him, and 1uns 
bare headed by his Horſe— Belly, when he has one; 
whom he will cauſe, with moſt 1riſh Dexterity, to fetch wr 
his Chain, tho 'twere hid under a Mine of Sea-coal, and ' 
ne'er make Spade or Pick-Axe his Inſtruments; tell him Of 
but this, with farther Inſtructions thou ſhalt receive from 
me, and thou ſhewelt thy (elf a Kinſman indeed, 
Corp. A dainty Bully, 
Skir. An honeſt ——— Book-keeper. _. 
Capt. And my three times thrice honey Couſin, 
Nich. Nay, grace of God I'll rob him on't ſuddenly, 
and hang it on the Roſemary Bank, but I bear that Mind, 
Couſin, 1 would not ſteal any thing, methinks, for mine 
own Father, * | 
Skir, He dears a good Mind in that, Captain, — 
Pye. Why, well ſaid, 85 ; 
He begins to be an honeſt Fellow, faith, 
rp. In truth he does. = 
Nich. You lee, Couſin, I am willing to do you any 
kindreſs, always ſaving my ſelf harmleſs [Exit Nicholas. 
Capt, Why I thank thee, fare thee well, I ſhall requite 


it, | 

Cr. *T will be good for thee, Captain, that thou haſt - 

ſuch an egregious Aſs to thy Couſin. . 
Capt. Ay; is not that a fine Fool, Corporal? 

Rut, George, thou talk ſt of Art and Conjur ing. 

How ſhall that be? | : 

_ Pye. Puh, be't not in your care, 

Leave that to me and my Directions; 

Well, Captain, doubt not thy delivery now, 

E'en with the vantage, Man to gain by Priſon, 

As my Thoughts prompt me: Hold on Brain and Plot, 

Taim at many cunning far Events, e > 5e 5 

All which I doubt not to hit at length; 

Fl. to the Window with a quaint Afﬀault :. 

Capt. in, be merry. Ss ny 

Capt. vW ho 12 Kerry, metry Buffe-Jerkin, _ 75 
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Pye. Ob, T am happy in more flights, and one vn 
Enit ſtrong in another Corporal Oath. 
Corp. Ho | Bully! 


Pye. And thou, old Peter Skirmiſh, I haye a ede 
tack for you both. 


Skzr, Lay't it upon Geerge Lye- bocrd. 

Corp. What ger it be, we'll manage it. 

Dye. 1 would you two maintain a Quarrel before the 
La v WW diw's Door, and draw your Swords i'th* edge of 


the Evening: Claſh a wee, claſh, claſh, 
rp. Fuh! 


Let us alone to make our Blades ring Noon, 
Though it be after Supper. 

Pye, I know you can; | 
And cut of that falſe Fire,! belt apt but to raiſe ſtrange 
beiief—and, Captain, to countenance my Device the bet- 
ter, and grace my Words to the Widow, I have a good 
Plain Sattin Suit, that I had ofa young Reveller tother 
Night, for words pals not regarded now-a-days, unle.s 
they come from a good Suit of Cloaths, which the Fates 
and my Wits had beſtowed upon me. Well, Captain Idle, 
if I did not highly love thee, I would ne'er be ſeen with- 

in twelve {core of a Priſon, tor I proteſt at this inſtant, I 
walk in great danger of {mall Dehts. I owe Money to ſe- 


veral-Hoſtefles, and you * ſuch * will PREP be 
upon a Man's Jack. 


Capt. True, Geerge. 


Pye. Fare thee well, Captain. came Corporal and An- 


cient, thou ſhalt bear mere News next time we greet 
thee, 


Erd. More News? Ay by yon Bear at Bridge-Foot i in 
© Heavy'n ſhalt thou. | Exeunt, 
Capt. Enough; my Friends, farewell, 
This Priſon ſhews as if Ghoſts did part in Hell. 
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Enter Moll, youngeſt Daughter to the eigen, alane. 


. OT marry ? forſwear Marrigge ? why all Wo- 
men know tis as honourablea thing astolye 


+ with 


— 
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with a Man; and I, to ſpight my Siſter's Vow-the more 
have ertertain'd a Suiter already, a fine Gallant Knight of 
the laſt Feather, he ſays he will Coach me too, and well 
appoint me, allow me Money to Dice withal, and many ſuch 


pleaſing Proteſtations he ſticks upon my Lips: Indeed his 
ſhort;winded Father i'th' Country is wondrous wealthy, a 


molt abominable Farmer, and therefore he may dote intime; 


troth I'll venture upon him; Women are not without ways 


enouz;h to help themſelves: If he prove wiſe and good as 
his word, why I ſhall love him, and uſe him kindly ; andif 

he prove an Aſs, why in a quarter of an Hour's warning 
I can transform him into an Oxe ; there comes 
in my Relict again, x 


| Enter Frailty. 

Frail. O, Miſtreſs Moll, . Miſtreſs Al. 

Mell. How now ? what's the News? 

Frail. The Knight your Suiter, Sir John Penm- Dub.“ 

Moll. Sir John Penny-Dub ? where ? where ? 

Frail. He's walking in the Gallery. 

Moll. Has my Mother ſeen him jet? 

Frail. O no, ſhe's ——— ſpitting in the Kitchin, 
Moll. Direct him hither ſoſtly, gaod Frailty. 
l' meet him half way. 5 


Frail. That's juſt like running 2 Tilt; but 1 hope be'll 


break nothing th's time, | 
Enter Sir John Penny Dub. 

AMoe!l. Tis Happineſs my Mother ſaw him not. 
O welcome, We... Sir Jahn. . 6 

Dub. I thank you faith ·— Nay you muſt ſtand me 
"till 1 kils you : *Tis the Faſhion every where i faith, and 
] came from Court enow. NE 

Mell. Nay, the Fates torefend that I ſhou'd. anger the 
Faſhion _ | {x4 

Dub. Then not forgetting the ſweet of new Ceremonies 
J firſt fall back, then recovering my ſelf, make my Honour 
to your Lips thus; and then accoſt it. 2 

Moll. T-uſt me, very pretty and moving, you're wor- 
thy on't, Sir. 5 
O my Mother, my Mother, now ſhe's here. 

Killing. Enter Widew and Sir Godfrey. 

We'll teal into the Gallery. [ Exeunts 


Sir 
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Sir G d. Nay, Siſter, let Reaſon rule you, do not play 


the Fool, ſtand not in y our own Light, you have wealthy 


O fferers, large Tendrirgs, do not withſtand your good 
Fortune; who comes a wooing to you t pray? no imall 
Fool, arich.Knight o'th' City, Sir Oliver A:#«k-hill, no 
{mall Fool, I can tell you; and furthermore, as I heard 
late by your Maid- ſervants, as your Maid-lervants will ſay 
to me any thing, I ahark em, both your Daughters are not 
without Suiters, ay, and. worthy ones too; one a brisk 


Courtier, Sir Andrew 1 ip aff, Suiter afar off to your el- 


deit * and the third a huge wealthy Farmei's 
u 


Son, à fine 


lacks Money; what Bleſüngs are theſe, Siſter ? 
Vid. Jempt me not, Satan. 


Sir Ged. Satan? do lock like Satan? J hope the De- 


vil s not ſo old as I, I trow. 


ny 


Wid. You wound my Senſes, Brother, when you name 


A uiter to me- oh I cannot abide it, 

I take in Poiſon when I hear one nam d. 
„„ % n "ae 

How now Simon ? where's my Son Edmund? 


% 


Sim, Verily, Madam, he is at yain Exerciſe, drip- 


ping in the Tennis Court. | ES 

id. AtTennis-Court ? oh, now his Father's gone, l 
fhall have no Rule with him; oh wicked Edmund, I 
might well compare this with the Propheſy in the Chro- 
_ nicle, though far inferior, as Harry of Mconmeutb won all, 
and Harry ofWindſer loſt all; ſo Edmund of Briftow that 
was the Father, got all, and Edmund of Londen, that's 
his Son now, will ſpend a'l, 2 

Sir Ged. Peace, Siſter, we'll have him reform'd, there's 
hope on him yet, though it be but a little, | 

Euter Frailty. a 7 

Frail. Forſooth, V adam ; there are two or three Ar- 
chers at Door would very gladly {peak with. yourLadyſhip, 

Wid. Archers 2 TE | 

Si, Cod. Your Husband's Fletcher I warrant. 

Mid. Oh. Ro Net Er 
Let them come near, they bring home things of his, 
JT roth, I ſhould ha' forgot em, How now ? 
Villain, which be thoſe Archers? ? 4 


ng Country Kright, they call Sir enny- : 
Dub, a good name mariy, he may have it coin'd when he 


Enter 


th 
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Enter the Suiters, Sir Andrew | ipſtaff, Sir Oliver 
Muck-hill, aud Penny-Dub, 

Frazl. Why, do you not ſee em before you? are not 
theſe Archers, what do you call em Shooters? Shooters 
and Archers are all one, I hope. | $8 

Vid, Out ignorant Slave, 

Muck. Nay, pray be patient Lady, 
We come in way of honourable Love. 

Tipſt, Dub. We do. * 

Muck. To you. - | 

Tipſt. Dub. And to your Daughters. | 

Vid. O why will you offer me this, Gentlemen? indeed 
I will not look upon you; when the Tears are ſcarce out 
of mine Eyes, not yet waſht off yet from my Cheeks, and 
my dear Husband's Body ſcaree ſo cold as the Coſhn,what 
reaſon have you to offer it? I am not liks ſome of your 
 Vidows that will bury one in the Evening, and be ſure 


to another e er Morning; pray away, pray take your An- 


ſwers, goed Knights, aad vou be ſwert Knights, I have 
vow'd never to marry,—and ſo- have my Daughters too 
Dub. Ay, two of you have, but the the third's a good 
Wench! ö ̃ 
Muc. Lady, a ſhrewd Anſwer marry; the heſt is' tis 
but the firſt, and he's a blunt wooer; that will I:ave for 
one ſharp Anſwer. 
Tipſt, Where be your Daughters, Lady, I hope they' 
give us better Encouragement ? - 
id, Indeed they'il-anſwer you ſo, take't a my word 
they'll give you the ſame Anſwer Verbatim, truly la. 
** Mum: Aaoll's a good Wench ſtill, I know what 
211 do. | | ; 
Muc. Well Lady, for this time we'll take our leaves, 
hoping for better comfort. | 


id. O never, never; and I live theſe thouſand Vears; 


and you be good Knights, do not hope; twill be all 
Vain, Vain,—look you put off all your Suits, and you 
come to me again. „ a 

FTrail. Put off all their Suits, quotha? ay, that's the 


beſt wooing ofa Widow indeed, when a Man's Nonſut- 


ed, that is, when he's a Bed with her. | 
| [Going cut Muckhil and Sir Godfrey. 
Muck, Sir Godfrey, here's twenty Angels more, work 
hard for me; there's life in t yet. [Exit Muckbil, 
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Sir Cod. Fear not Sir Oliver Muct bil, I'Il ſtiek eloſe yo 
for you, leave all with me. . yo 
| Enter Ceorge Pye-boord the Scholar. © ter 
Pye. By your leave, Lady Widow, | | | 
Vid. M hat another Suiter now ? © | | Bu 
Pye. A Suiter, no; I proteſt, Lady, if you'd giye me 
your ſelf, I'd not be troubled with you, ; W 
Vid. Say you lo, Sir, then you're the better welcome, 1 
. — f 
Pye. Nay, Heav'n bleſs me from a Widow, unleſs I 5 
were ſure to bury her ſpeedily! - m 
Mid. Good bluntneſs; well, your Buſineſs, Sir? Ir 
Pye. Very neediuly if you were in private once. 
Vid. Needful? Brother, pray leave us; and you, Sir, 
Frail. I ſhould laugh now, if this blunt Fellow ſhould 
put em all beſide the Stirrop, and vault into the Saddle E 
bimſelf, I have ſeen as mad a Trick. [Exit Frailty. 
| Enter Daughters, — ; £ 
id. Now, Sir ?— —— }tre's none but we 
Daughters forbear. | : x 5 
Pye. O no, pray let em ſtay, for what I have to ſpeak 1 
importeth equally to them as you. | 0 
Wid. Then you may ſtay. | | I 
Pye. I pray beſtow on me a ſerious Ear. 0 
For what I ſpeak is full of weight and fear. 
Mid. Fear e | 
Pye, Ay, if't paſs unregarded, and uneffected, 4 
: Elſe peace and joy; I pray Attention. 1 
Widow, I have been a meer Stranger for theſe Parts that | 
© you live in, nor did I ever know the Husband of you, : 
and Father of them, but I truly know by certain ſpiritual 4 
Inteliigence, that he is in Purgatory. | 3 ] 
Vid. Purgatory ? tuh ; that word deſerves to be ſpit : 


upon; I wonder that a Man of ſober Tongue, as you 
_ to be, ſhould have the Folly to believe there's ſuch 
aA P ace, | ? 
Pye. Well, Lady, in cold Blood I ſpeak it, I aſſure you 
that there is a Purgatory, in which place l know your Hul- 
band to reſide, and wherein he is like to remain, till the 6 
Niſfolurion of the World. till the laſt general Bonfire; when 6 
al che Earth ſhall melt into nothing, and the Seas ſcald 
their fimny Labgurers; ſo long is his de; _— 


- 
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alter the property of your purpoſe, together with each of 

your Daughters theirs, that is,the-purpole of ſingle Liſe ih 

your ſelf and your eldeſt Daughter, and the ſpeedy de- 

termination of Marriage in your youngeſt. 

R Moll. How knows he that? what has ſome Devil told 
im ? | . 


Wid. Strange be ſhould know our Thoughts — 


Why but Daughter, have you propoſed ſpeedy Marriage ? 
Pye, You lee ſhe tells you ay, ſhe lays nothing. ; 
Nay, give me credit as you pleaſe, I am a Stranger to you, 


and yet you fee 1 know your Determinations, which 


Intelligence, | 
Vid. J bis puts Amazement on me. 
Fran, Know our Secrets? 10 4 
Aol l. Id thought to ſteal a Marriage, would his Tongue 
Had dropt out when he blab'd it. by 
id. But, Sir, my Husband was too honeſt a dealing 
Man, to be now in any Purgatories— * 
ye. O do not load your Conſcience with untruths, 
'Tis but meer folly now to gild em der; 
That has paſt but for Copper; Praiſes here, 
Cannot unbind him there; confeſs but truth, 
know he got his Wealth with a hard gripe ; 
Oh hardly, hardly. | 


muſt come to me metaphyfically, and by a ſuper-natural 


1F:d. This is the moſt ſtrange of all. low knows he that + 
Pye. He would eat Faols and ignorant Heirs clean up? 


And had his Drink from many a poor Man's brow, 
Even heir labour brew'd it. 


- 


He would ſcrape Riches to him moſt unjuſtiy 8 | 2 


The very Dirt between his Nails was ill got, 

And not his on, -h 11125 ant 

1 groan to ſpeak on't, the thought makes me ſhudder 

Shudder! n We IN 
id. It quakes me too, now I think on't-=Sir,.T am 


much griey'd, that you 'a Stranger, ſhould ſo deeply 


wrong my dead Husband ! 
Dye. 108.1 5... 


Vid. A Man that would keep Church ſo duly ; riſe 
early before. his Servents, and een for Religious baſte go 


ungarter'd,; wobutton'd, nay Sir Reyerence untruſt, do 
Morning Prayer 2, - 4% eo: | 


: 185 5 ; 4s 21383 Pies 


— 


= 
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Lye. Oh uff. . a 
Wid. Dine quickly upon High-days, and when I had 


great Gueſts, would een ſhame me, and riſe from the 


 1able, to get a good Seat at an Afternoon Sermon, 

Pye. There's the Devil, there's the Devil, true, he 

- thought it SanRity enough, if he had kill'd a Man, ſo't'ad 
been done in a Pew, or undone his Neighbour, ſo'tad 


been near enough to the Preacher. Oh—a Sermon's a 


fine ſhort Cloak of an Hour long, and will hide the up- 


per part of a Difſembler.- Church, ay, he 
ſeem'd all Church, and his Conſcience was as hard as 
the Pulpit, _ 1 


Vid. I can no more endure this. 

Pye. Nor l, Widow, endure to flatter. 

Vid. Is this all your Buſineſs with me? 

Pye. No, Lady, tis but the indiction tot, 
You may believe my ſtrains, I ſtrike all true, 


And it your Conſcience would leap up to your Tongue, 


your {elf would afhrm it, and that you ſhall perceive I 
know of things to come, as well as I do of what is pre- 
ſent, a Brother of your Husband's ſhall ſhortly have a loſs. 
id. A loſs? marry Heaven forefend, Sir Godfrey, my 
Brother! 32 | 
Fye. Nay, keep in your wonders, till I have told you 
the Fortunes of you all; which are more fearful, if not 
happily prevented for your part and your Daughters, 


if there te not once this Day ſome Bloodſhed before your 


Door, whereof the humane Creature dies, of 
the eldeſt hall run Mad. Y 
Wid. and Fran. Oh! : 
Mell. That's not I yet. | | 
Pye. And with moſt itmpudert Proſtitution, ſhow your 
naked Bodies to the view of all beholders. es 
Vid. Our naked Bodies? fie for ſhame, 
Pye. Attend me, 5 1 Fe! 
And your younger Daughter be ſtrucken Dumb, 
Moll. Dumb? out, alas; tis the worſt pain of all for a 
Woman, I'd rather be mad, or run naked, or any thing, 
„ re PS Se SEE oth | 
' Pye, Give Ear: Eer the Evening fall upon Hill, Bog, 
and Meadow, this my Spezch ſhall-haye paſt Probation 
and then ſhall I be behey'd accordingly,” 1 
2 0 


* 
» . 


ou two 


Ur 


Had. If this be true, we are al! ſham'd, all undone. 


Moll. Dumb ? I' ſpeak as much as I can poſlible be- 
fore Evening. bf | 1 


Fyes. But if it ſo come to paſs (as for your fair ſakes l 
wiſh it may) that this preſage of your ſtrange Fortunes 


be prevented by that accident of Death and Blood-thed- 

ding, which [I before told you of: take heed upon 

your Lives, that two of you which have yow'd never to 

marry, ſeek out Husbayds with all preſent ſpeed, and 

you the third, that have ſuch a defire to out: ſtrip Chaſti- 

ty, look you nieddle not with a Husband. | ; 
Holl. A double Torment. 


Pye. The breack of this keeps your Father in Purga- 


tory, and the Puniſhments that ſhall follow you in this 


World, would with horror kill the Ear ſnould hear em 


related. 
id. Marry? Why I vow'd never to marry, 
Fran, And ſo did 1. | 
A.cll, And I vow'd never to be ſuch an Aſs, but ts 
marry, M hat a croſs Fortune's this? F 


rye. Ladies, though I be a Fortunre-teller, I cannot 


better Fortunes, you have em from me as they are re- 
vealed tome: | would they were to your Tempers, and 
Fellows with your Bloods; that's all the bitterneis 1 
would you. | 


Vid; O! is a juſt Vengeance, for | my Huthand's 


hard - purchaſes. | 
Pye. I with you to bethink your (Aves, and leave em. 


Midge Sir Godfrey, my Brother, and acquaint: 


him bee fearful preſages. | 
Fran, For, Mother, they portend loſſes to him. 
Hid. O ay, they do, they do; 
If any happy iſſue crown thy Words, Pies 
I will reward thy cunning. + [Exit Wid. and Fran. 
Pye. Tis enough, Lady, I wiſh no higher, 
Moll. Dumb? and not marry? worle, 


Neither to ſpeak, nor kiſs, a double curſe, [ Exit. 


Pye. So, all this comes well about yer, I play the For- 
tune-teller, as well as if { had had a Witzh'to my Grans 


nam: for by goud happineſs, being in my Hoſteiſes Gar- 


ven, which neighbours the Orchard of the Widow, I laid 
the hole of mine Ear to a _ in the Wall, and heard em 
| | hy make 
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make theſe Vows, and ſpeak thoſe words, upon which 1 
wrought thele Advantages; and to encourage my Forgery 
the more, I may now perceive in em a natural ſimplieity 
which will eaſily ſfwallow an ahuſe, if any covering be 
vver it; ard to confirm my former preſage to the Widow, 
J have advis'd old Peter Skirmiſh the Soldier, to hurt 
Corporal Oath upon the Leg, and in that hurry I'll ruth 
amonyſt em, and inſtead of giving the Corporal ſome 
Cordial to comfort him, I'll pour into his Mouth a Po- 
tion of a ſleepy Nature, and make him teem as dead; for 
which the old Soldier being apprehended, and ready to 
be born to Execution, Vl ſtep in, and take upon me the 
Cure of the dead Man, upon pain of dying the condem- 
ned's Death; the Corporal will wake at his Minute, when 
the ſleepy force hath wrought it ſelf, and ſo ſhall I get 
my ſelf into a moſt admir'd Opinion, and under the pre- 
text ot that cunning, beguile as I fee Occaſion : and if 
that fooliſh Nicholas St. Antlings keep true time with the 
Chain, my Plot will be found, the Captain deliver'd, and 
my Wits applauded amongſt Scholars and Soldiers far ever: 
AV! { Exit Pye-boord 
Enter Nicholas St. Antlings, with the Chain. 
Nich. O, I have found an excellent advantage to take 
away the Chain, my Maſter put it off e en now, to lay 
on a new Doublet, and I ſneakt it away by little and little, 
moſt Puritanically ! we ſhall have 8 ſport anon when 
he has miſs'd it about my Couſin the Conjurer; the 
World ſhall ſee I'm an honeſt Man of my word, for now 
I'm going to hang it between Heaven and EA mong 
the Roſemary-Branches. 5 DNich. 
1 ern T9000 
Enter Simon St. Mary Overies, and Frailty, 

Frail. Q irrah, Simon St®ary Overies, my Miſtreſs ſends 
N away all her Stziters, and puts Fleas in their Ears. 
Sim. Frailty, ſhe does like an honeſt, chaſte, and virtu- 
ous Woman; for Widows ought not to wallow in the 
puddle of iniquity. | 3 
rail. Vet, Simon, many Widows: will do't, whatſo- 
e'er comes ont. | | | | 
Sim. True, Frailiy, their filthy Fleſh deſires a Con- 
junction Copulative; what Strangers are wit hin, Frailty ? 
Frail, 1 here's none, Simen; but Maſter Pilfer the 
Taylor: he's above withSirGodfrey, praiſing of aDoubkt: 
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and I muſt trudge anon to fetch Maſter Sud the Barber. 
Sim. Maſter Sud 's a good Man, he waſhes the Sins of 

the: Beard clean. 

Enter old Skirmiſh the Soldier. 

Skir. How now, Creatures? what's a Clock? 8 
Hail. Why, do you take us to beFack at theClock- Houſe? 
Skir, I ſay again to you, what's a Clock? | 
Sim, Truly la, we go by the Clock of our Conſcience, 

all worldly Clocks we know 8⁰ falſe, and are {er by 
drunken Sextons. 
Skir. Then what's a C lack in your Ce JE, 
I muſt break off, here comes the Corporal—hum, hum: 
what's a Clock? 
Enter Cerprral. 
o. A Clock? why paſt ſeyenteen. 
Frail, Paſt ſexenteen? nay,” has met with 35. matck' 5 
now, Corporal Oath will fit him. 
Skir. Thou doſt not bauk nor baffle me, doſt chou? 
I am a Soldier paſt ſeventeen? 
Corp, Ay, thou art not angry with the Figures, art thou? 
I will prove it unto thee, 12 and 1 is thirteen,-I hope 2 
fourteen, 3 fifteen, 4 fixteen, and 5. leyenteen, then paſt 
leyenteen, I will take the Dial's part in a juſt Cauſe. 
Skir, I fay tis but paſt five then. | 
Corp, I'll ſwear tis paſt ſeyenteen then: dot vt not 
know Numbers? canſt thou not caſt? 
Sir. Caſt; doſt thou ſpeak of my caſting i 'th* ftreet ? > 
Bram. 


Carp. Ay, and in the Market-place. 

Sim ubs, Clubs, Clubs. [Simon runs in. 
Fra , 1 knew by their ſhuffling Clubs would be 
Trump: Mals here's the Knave, and he can do any good 
upon em! Clubs, Clubs, Clubs. Jars 

Enter Pye-boord. 32 a 

Capt. O Villain, thou bal Fr d a Vein i in my Leg 

I ze, How now ? for ſhame, for ſhame, put up, put up. 
| Capt, By yon blue Welkin, twas out of my part, 
George, to be hurt on the Leg. 

ec Enter Officers. 

Pye. Oh, peace now. —I have a Cordial here to com- 

fort thee, : 


Oe. Down with's down wick em, la Hands upon | 
The: Villain, 5 B 2 Tt Skir. 


* 
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; Stir. Lay Hands on me? | 
Pye. I'll not be fetch ding * em now. 
Capt. I'm hurt, and had more need have Surgeons | 
Lay bands upon me, than rough Officers. | 
OF. Go carry: bim to be dreſs'd then: , 
This mut nous Soldier Thall along with me to priſ6s, 
Slir., To priſon? where's George, 
OR. Away with him. | Exeant with Air. 
Pie. So, | ; 
All lights as I would wiſh, the amaz d Widew 
Will plant me ſtrongly b&w in her belief, 
And wonder at the virtue of my words: 
For the Event turns thele preſages from enn, 
Of being mad and dumb, and (bug _ 
Mingled with admiration : thelt empty Creatures, 
Soldier and Corporal, were but ordain'd 
A Inſtruments for me to work upon. , 
Now to my patient, here his potion, © [ Fett Pyebovrd, 
| Enter the Widow with her tmo Daughters. © 
id. O wondrous Happineſs, beyond our Foy ng 
O lucky fair Event! I think our Fortunes 
Were bleſt cen in our Cradles: we are quitted 
Of all thoſe ſhimeful violent preſages 


By this raſh bleeding chance: go, Frailty, run, and Eno w- 


Whether he be yet living, or yet dead, 

Thu * before my Door received his hurt. 
J. Madam, He was carried to the Superior, but if 
heh 490 Mony when he came there, L warrant, he' sdead 
by this time. | LExit Fratty. 

Han, Sure that Man is à rare Fortune: never 
lockt! upon our bands, nor upon any Mark us, 3 
wondfous Fellow lurely. 

MD. J am glad I have the uſe of niy Tone yHriNe of 
nothing elſe. I 1125 findthe way to marry tog, I hope ſhortly. 
id. O where s my brother, Sir Gre, 1 would he 
Were here, that I might relate to him how F 
the cunning Gentleman [poke i in all things. 

Enter Sir Gooey in 4 rag 8 | 
SirGed. O my Chain, my C Ain, 1 have en Cain 


wiede theſe Villains, Värlets? 
id. Oh, 5 as loſt ir Chain, 
Sir Ged. 


7 Chath, ah G. 


Ne 


WS 


no 


, 
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id. Brother, be patient, hear me ſpeak, you know I 
told you tbat a Cunning: man told me, that you: thould 
have a Loſs, and he his propheſied ſo true. 

Sir Ged. Out, he's aV llainto.prophely of the loſs of my 
Chain, twas Worth above three hundred Crowns, heſides 

twas my Father's, my Father's Father's, my Grandfathers 
huge Grandfather's: I had as lief abſt my Neck, as the 
Chain that hung about it. O my Chain, my Cbain. 

id. Oh, Brother, who can be againſt a Mistortune, 
'tis happy 'twas no more. 

Sir Cod. No more! O goodly godly Siſter, would you 
had me loſt msre? my beſt Gown too, with the Cloth of 
gold Lace ? my. Holiday: Gajcoins and my N raw let with 
pearl? No more! 

d. Oh, Brother, you can read, — _ 

Sir Ged. But cannot read where my Chain is: What 
Strangers have been here? you let in, ſtrangers, thieves, 
and (_atch-poles: how comes it. gone g there was none 
above with me hut Py Taylor, and my Taylor Fe not 
ſteal, hope? 

Moll. No, he s afraid ofa C hain. 1 

Enter Fra! ty. 

Vid. How now, Sirrah ?. the News? ; 

Frail. O, Miſtreſi, he may well he call'd a Corporal 
now, far his Corps are as dead as a cold Capon's? 

Vid. More Happinels. 

Sir Ged. Sirrah, What's this to my Chain? where's 
my Chain, Knave? _ 

Fra our Chain, Sir? 
Str My Chain is loff, Villain. 
Frail. Iwould be were hang d in Chains that has it then 


for me: Alas, Sir, I ſaw none of your Chain ſince j ou 


were hung with it yourſelf. 

Sir Ged. Out Yarlet; it had full three thouſand Links, 
I have o't told it over at my prayers: 
Over and over, full three thouland Links. 

! rail, Had it ſo, Sir, ſure it cannot be loſt then; In 
put you in chat comfort. 

Sir Grd. Why? why? 

Frail, Why if your Chain had ſo many Licks. it can- 
not chuſe but come to light. 


1 nter 
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EI ter Nicholas. 

Sir God. berg. . Now; long, Nicholas, were is my 
Chain? 

Nich. Why about your Neck, is't not, Sir? 

Sir Ged. About my Neck, Varkt? my Chain is loſt, 

Tis ſtolen away, Lam robb'd. 

Mid. Nay, Brother, fhow your ſelf a Man. 

Nich. If it be loſt or ſtole, if be wculd be patient, Mi- 
ſtreſs, I could bring him to a cunning Kinſman of mine 
that would fetch it again witha Seſarara. | 
; 1 Sir Ged. Canſt thou? I will be patient, ſ ay, where dwells 

e? | 
Nich. Marry he dwells now, Sir, where be would not 
dwell, and he could chuſe, in the Marſhalſea, Sir; but 
he's an excellent Fellow if he were outs has travell'd al 
the World ofer, he, and been inthe ſeven and twenty Pro- 
vinces: why, he would make it be fetcht Sir, ifi it were 
144 a thouſand Mile out of Town. 

Sir Ged. An admirable Fellow, what lies he "i "A 

Nich. Why, he did but rob a ſteward of ten Groats 
t'other Night, as any Man would ha done, and there he 
lies for't, 

Dir Ged. Vil make his peace, 

A trifle, I'll get his Pardon, 

Beſides a bountiful Reward, I'll about i * 

Eut tee the Clerks, the Juſtice will do much; 

Iwill about it ſtrait, good fiſter pardon me, 

All will be well I hope, and turn to good, 

1 he Name of Conjurcr bas laid my Blood. Exeunt. 

Enter Futtock and Ravenſhaw,two Serjeants, 1 mith T:cman 
Dogſon, to arreſt George Pye-boord. 

Fut. His Hoſteſs where he lies will truſt him no longer 
ſhe hath feed me to arreſt him; if you will accompany 
me, becauſe I know not of what Nature the ſcholar is, 
whether deſperate or ſwift, you ſhall ſhare with me fer- 

| Jean it Rovenſhaw, I have the good Angel to arreſt him. 

Iv. roth M take part with thee then, ſerjeant, not 
fer the lake of the Money fo much, as for the hate I bear 
£9 a he Har, Why, ſerjcant, tis natural in us you know 

2 hate !cholars; natural beſides, they will publiſh our 
d Per fecrions, Knaveries, and Convey ances upon ſcaf- 
ta. As and itages But 
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than a Conſtable with his Officers, 


And the old Knight has ſpent his rage upon t, 
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Pat. bY: and fpightfully too; troth I have wondered 
hen the ſlaves could ſee into our Breaſts ſo much, when 
our Doublets are hutton'd with Pewtzr. 

Rav. Ay, and ſoclole without yielding: Oh; they're 
parlous Fellows, they will ſearch more with their Wits 


Pat, Whiſt, whiſt, whiſt, Yeoman Degſn, Yeoman 
Dee 7. 6 o 
Dog. Ha? what ſays ſerjeant ? 
Put, Is he in the Pothecaries ſhop ſtill. ? 
Dos, Ay, ay. 
Put. Have an Eye, have an Eye. 
Rav, The beſt is, ſerjeant, if he be a true ſcholar, he 
wears no Weapon I think. 
Fut. No, no, he wears no Wedpo. 
Nav. Maſs; I am right glad of that; tha's pat me in 
better Heart; nay, if 1 clutch him once, let me alone to 
drag him if he be ſtiff Necked ; I have been one of the 
ſic my (elf, that has dragg'd as tall Men of their Hands, 
when their Weapons have been gone, as ever Baſtinady'd 
a {erjeant -——— I have done I can tell you, 
D:g. Serjeant Putto.k, Serjeant Putt. ck. | 
Put. Hoh. 
Dog. He's coming out ſingle. | 
Put, Peace, peace, be nat too greedy, let him play a 
little, let him play a little, we'il} Je: K him up of ; a uddeny 
J ha' fiſh'd in my time. 
Rav. Ay, and caught many a Fool, ſerj:ant. 
Enter Pye-boord. 
I parted now from Nichelas; the Chaĩn's cou ed, 


The Widow holds me ingreat admiration 
For cunning Art: *mongit Joys, I'm e en loſt, 
For my Device can no u now be c oft, h 
And now I muſt to Prilon to the Captain, and there 
Put. T arreſt you, Sir. 
Pye.. Oh — | [poke truer than I wasaware, I muſt 
to Priſon indeed, 
Pat. They lay yeu're a ſcholar, nay Sir —— Yeoman 
Deogſrn, have care to his rm you'll rail againſt 
Se ijeants, ard ſtage em, you tickle their Vices, 
He. Nay, ule me like a Gentleman,. 'm little leſs. 
B 4 3 
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Put. You a Gentleman?.tlat's à good Jeſt i faith; can 
a Scholar be a Gentleman—when a Gentleman will not 
be a Scholar; — look upon your wealthy Citizens Sons, 
whether they be Scholars or no, that are Gentlemen b 
their Father's Trades; a Scholar a Ger tleman © - 
Pye. Nay, let Fortune drive all her Stings into me, the 
cannot hurt that in me, a Gentleman, 4: cidens inſepara- 
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b:le to my Blood. ER 
Rav. A rablement, nay, you ſhall have a bloody rable- 
ment upon you I warrant you. 36's : 
Put. Go, Yeoman Degſen, before, and enter the Action 
ith Counter. RA [_ Exit Dog. 
Ive. Pray do not handle me cruelly, I'H go | 
M hither you p'eaſe to have me. 
Put. Oh, he's tame, let him looſe Serjeant. 
Ie. Pray at whoſe Suit is this? VEE 
Put. Why, at your HoſteſſesSuit where you lie Miſtrefs 
| .Cunn/ burrow, for Bed and Board, the Sum ſcur Pound five 
Shillings and five Pence. Ty 1 
ye. I know the Sum too true, yet I preſum'd _ 
Upon a farther Day; well, tismy Star: 
And I muſt bear it now. tho' never harder, 
] twear now, my Device is croſt indeed. 
Captain mult lic by't: this is Deceit's ſeed, 
- Put. Come, come away. . 
Tye, Pray give me ſo much time as to knit my Garter, 
and l' away with you. g oP 
Put, Mell, we muſt be paid for this waiting upon yon, 
this is no pains to attend thus. [Making to tie his Carter. 
Pye. I am now wretched and miſerable, I ſhall ne er 
recover of this Diſeale ; hot Iron gnaxy their Fiſts? they 
have ſtruck a Fever into my Shoulder, whi h | ſhall ne er 
hake out again I fear me, till with a true Habeas Corpus 
the Sexton remove me; oh if I take priſon once, I ſhall. be 
preſs d to death with Actions, but net ſo happy as [pecaily; 
perhaps. I may be forty year a preſſing till I be a thin old 
Man, that looking through the Gratts men may look 
through me, all my Means is confounded, what ſhall 
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dae lip clike a ſtrain d Servant) when I have moſt need of 
1 em: no Dev tee to keep my poor Carcaſe from thoſe Pu- 


* 


SO 


do? has my. wits. ſerved me ſo long, and now give me 


tecks es, Happinels, have I a Faper about me pew ? . 
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yes too, I'll try it, it may hit, Extre mity as Touch-ftone 
re Ht 00957 TRL 1 2] 
Put. Sfoot, how many yards are in thy Garters, that 
thou art ſo long a tying on them? come away, Sir. 
Pye, Troth Serjeant, I proteſt, you could neyer ha togk 
me at àa worle time, for now at this inſtant I have no law- 
ful picture about me. * FR, 
Put. Slid how ſhall we come by our Fees then? 
Rav. We muſt have Fees, Sirrah, gn. 
Pye. I could have wiſh'd faith, that you had took me 
half an Hour hence for your own ſake, for I proteſt if you 
had not croſs d me, I was going in great Joy to receive 
five Pound of aGentleman, tor the Device of a Mask here, 
drawn in this Paper, but now, come, I muſt be contented, 
tis but ſo much loſt, and anfwerable to the reſt of my 
Fortunes. es e | br Ee: 
Put, Why, how far hence dwells that Gentleman? 
Rav. Ay, well ſaid, Serjeant, tis good to caſt about 
for MORT DST ß SET, 
Put. Speak, if it be not ſar 
Pye. Me are but a little paſt it, the next Street behind 


Lhd 

” 
* 
* 


us. 
Put. Slid we have waited upon you grievoully already, 
il you ſay you'll be liberal when yon ha't, give us double 
Fees, and ſpend upon's, why we'll ſhow ygu that Kind- 
neſs, and go along with you to the Gentleman. 
Rav. Ay, well ſaid (till, Serjeant, urge that. 
Pye, Troth if it will ſuthce, it ſhall all be among you, 
for my pat I'll not pocket a Penny, my Hoſtels ſhall 
have her four Pound five Shillings, and bate me the five 
Pence, and the other fifteen Shillipgs fl ſpend upon you, 
Ra. Why, now thou art a good Scholar. | 
Put. An excellent Scholar i' faith; has proceeded vety 
well alate; come,” we'll along with you. | 
T Exeunt with bim; paſſing in, they knock at 
TS FP Fo the Door with a Knocker withinſide. 
Ser. Who knocks, who's at the Door? we had need of 
2 Porter, N Wein ene 
Pye." A few Friends bęere, - pray is the Gentleman your: 
,,, . TT TT | 
| Serv. Yes, is your Buſineſs to him? 
| Pye. Ay, he knows it — ſees mes * 


— — — 
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I prey you, have you forgot me? e 

- Ser. Ay by my troth, Sir, pray come near, Vil in and 
tell him of you, pleaſe you to walk here in the Gallery till 
he comes. 5 | 

Pye. We will attend his Worſhip—Worſhip I think; 
for ſo much the poſts at his door ſhould ſignify, and the 
far coming in, and the Wicket, elle I neither knew him 

nor his Worſhip, but tis happineſs he is within Doors, 
What ſoe er he be, if he be not too much a formal Citizen, 
. he may do me good: Serjeant and Yeoman, how do 
you like this Houle, ist not moſt wholeſomely plotted ? 

Rav. Troth Priſoner, an exceeding fire Houle. 

Tye. Yet 1 wonder. how he ſhould forget me, for he 
deer knew me; no matter, what is forgot in you, will 
be remember'd in your Maſter, e 

A pretty comfortable Room this metb ink: 
You have no ſuch Rooms in Priſon now ? 
Put. Oh, Dog holes, tot. 
Pye. Dogholes indeed I can tell you I have great 
hope to have my Chamber here ſhortly, nay, and Dyet 
too, for he's the moſt free-heartedſt Gentleman where he 
takes: you would little think it. And what a fine Galle- 
ry were here for me to walk and ſtudy, and make Verſes? 
Put, O, it ſtands pleaſantly for a ſcholar. 
6 Enter Gentleman. 
| Tye. Look what Maps, and Pictures, and Devices, and 
things, neatly, delicately ? Maſs here he comes, he ſhould 
be a Gentleman, I like his beard well;—All happinels to 
Jour Worſhip, | | Ne | 

Gent. You're kindly welcome, Sir, 

Put, A ſimple oalutation. 

Rav. Maſs, it feems the 
«cunt of him. | 

Gent. I have the thing here for you, Sir. Hey 

Jye. 4 beſeech you, conceal me, Sir, I'm undone elſe, 

T have the Mask here for you, Sir, Look'y6u, Sir,— | be- 
fe ur Worſhip frſt pardon my rudneſs, for my 
Extreams make me bolder than I would be; I am a poor 
Gentleman, and a ſcholar, and now moſt unfortunately 
falPninto the Hands of unmereiful Officers, arreſted for 
Debt, which tho' ſmall, I am not ab'e to compaſs, by 
xealon I'm deſtitute of Lands, Money, and Friends, ſo ay” 
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Gentleman makes great ac- 


Widow of Watling-ſtreet. 35 
if I fall into the hungry ſwallow of the priſon, I am like 


. utterly to periſh, and with Fees and Extortions be pinch'd 
clean to the bone: "Now, if ever pity had intereſt in the 


vour that means of my Eſcape, which I have already 
thought upon. TE ; 
Gent. Go forward. 
Put, I warrant he likes it rareaxx. 
Dye. In. the plunge of my Extremities, being giddy and 
duubttul what to do; at laſt it was put in my labouring 
thoughts to make a happy uſe of this paper, and to blear 
their unletter'd Eyes, I told them there was a Device for a 
Mask drawn in't, and that( but for their interception)! was 
going to a. Gentleman to receive my reward fort; they 
. greedy at this word, and hoping to wake purchaſe of me, 
offer d their attendance to go along with me, my hap was 
to make hold with your Door, Sir, which my thoughts 
ſthew'd me the moſt faireſt and comfortableſt entrance, and 


at I hope I have happened right*upon underſtanding and pity = 
et may it pleaſe your good Worſhip then but to behold my 
e Device, which is to let one of your men put me out of a | 
- Back- door, and I ſhall be bound to your Worſhip for ever. 
? Gent. By my troth an excellent Device. f 
=: An excellent Device, he ſays; he likes it wonder- 
fully. 5 
d Gent. A my faith, I never heard a better. 1 
d Rav. Hark, he {wears he never heard a better, Se- f 


0 jeant. 5 | 
Put. O, there's no talk on't, he's an excellent ſcholar, 
and eſpecially for a Mask. 


Gent. Give me your paper, your Device; I was never 


. better pleas d in all my Lite: good Wit, brave Wit, hnely 
wrought, come in, Sir, and receive your Money, Sir. 
Pye, I'Il follow your good Worſhip, 


blood of a Gentleman, I beſeech you vouchſaſe but to fa - 


: 

: 

N an 
: | [ 

: 
. 


, Lou heard how he lik'd it now? Ge 
8 Put. Puh, we know he could not chuſe but like it; ge 
thy ways, thou art a fine witty Fellow faith, thou tha 


dilcourſe it to us at the Tavern anon, wilt thou? 
Pye, Ay, ay, that I will, — look, Serjeants, here 
Maps, and pretty Toys, be doing in the mean time, 
mall quickly have told out the Money, you know. 
Put. Go, go, little Villain, fetch thy chink, I begin 
I | love thee, I'll be drunk to Night in thy Company. 
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ye. This Gentleman I may well eall a part 

Ot my Salvation, in theſe earthly Evils, 

For he has ſav d me from three hungry Devils. [ Exit ye. 
Put. Sirrah Serjeant, theſe Maps are pretty paintetl 

things, but I could ne er fancy them yet, metbiaks they're 

too buſie, and fall. of Circles and Conjurations; t boy 


the Counter in the Peult yx. | 1 
- Rav. I think ſo: how could you find it? for you 
know it ſtands behind the Houſes. 26 
Dog. Maſs, that's true, then we muſt look o'back-fide 
- for't;. 'sfaat here's nothing, all's bare. 40 
Rav. I warrart thee that ſtands for the Counter, for 
you know there's a Company of bare Fellows there. 
Put. Faith like enough, Serjeart, I never mark d ſo 
much before. Sirrah Serjeant, and - Leaman, 1 ſhould 
love theſe: Maps out a cry row, if we could ſee Men 
Te cut of Door in em, oh, we might have em in: a 


Heels to the ground a whole Day for em. 

Rav. Ay marry Sir, Fd buy one my ſelf. | 
Put this talk is by the way, where ſhall's Sup to Night: 
Five Pound, receiv'd,: let's talk of that. | 
I bave a Trick worth all, yew ewo:ſhalt bear him to th 
Tavern, whilſt | go cloſe with his Hoſteſs, and work out 
of her, I know:ſheavould be glad of the Sum, to finger 
Maney; becauſe ſheiknowsꝭtis hut a deſperate Debt, and 
full of hazard : what will you ſay if I bring it to pals, 
= that the Hoſteſs ſhall be contented with one balf far all, 
and we to ſhare t'other fifty Shillings, Bullies? 
Pat. Why, I would cali thee King of Serqęants, and 
= | thou ſhould'it be chronicled in the Counter-Book for 
ever. 5 
WY | 7 faith. 


# [| To long. 


1 
bdountitul. 
F Rav. That would be rare, we'll ſearch him. 


Put. He tarries long indeed, may be, I can tell you up- 


5 1 Put. Nay, beſurs of it, we ll icarch him, and make him 
. ”" 4 Euter 


If Jight encugh. 
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ſay all the World's in one of them, but I could he er find 


Lurng/to-our:Breakfaſt ſo finely, and ne'er knock our 


Kev. Well, put it to me, well make a Night ant 
WY Deg. Stoot, Itbink he receives more Money, he ſtays | 


| en the good liking ont the Gentleman may prove mo re 


to 


th 
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Emer the Gentleman. 
Nav. Ob, here comes the Gentlenian—Byyourleave, Sir. 


L God you good den Sirs, would vou Peak with 
me ? 


Put. No, not with your Worſhip, Sir; ; only we are bold 


to ſtay for a Friend of ours that went in withyourWorſhip. 
Gent. Who? not the Scholar? 


Put. Ves, e'en he, an it pleale your Worſhip. - 

Gent. Did he ſo make yqu ſtay for him? he didyou wrong 
then: why L can aſſure you bes gone above an Hour ago. 

Rav. How, Str ? 

Gent. I paid bim his Money, and my Man old me 

he went out at Back-door. 

Put. Back- door? 

Gent. Mhy what's the matter? 2 

Put. He was our Priloner, Sir, we did arreſt him. 

Gent, What he was not? you * en 8 — 
you were to blame then, 
Why did not you make known to me as much, 
I could have kept him for you, I proteſt, 
He recelv'd all of me in Britain Gold, 
Ot the laſt Coyning, _ © 

Rav. Vengeance dog him with't, 

Put. *Sfoot has he gulld us fo ? | 

Dog. Where ſhall we-ſup now Serjeants? 

Pat. Sup Simcn, now, eat Porridge for a Month. WW 
Well, we cannot impute it to any lack of good will in Four 
Worſhip — you did but as another would have done twas 


our hard Fortunes to mils the Purebale, hut if cer we 


clutch him again, the Counter-ſhall charm him. 
Rav. The Hole ſhall rot him. 
Deg. Amen. 
Gent. So, 3 8 
Vex out your Lungs without Doors, I'am proud, F 
It was my hap to help him, it fell fit. 
He went not empty neither for his Wit: 
Alas, poor Wretch, I could not blame his Brain, 
To labour his Melivery, to be free 
From their unpitying Wy m glad it ſtood 
Within: my power to do a Scholar good. 
Euter in tbe Priſon,. meeting, Pye-boord and Ceptaing 
Pye-boord dc muffieds 
Caps. 


38 1 The Puritan : or, The 5 
Cap. How now, who's that? what are you? 
Tye. The ſame that I ſhould be, Captain. : 


N | Capt, Geor E Pye-beord, honeſt Gec e ? wh cam'ſt 
thou in half Pod: muffled ſo? . * 7 


Pye, Oh Captain, I thought we ſhould ne'er ha' laugh'd 


A gain, never ſpent frolick Hour again. 


W ao A ed aan — 


Dye. I coming to prepare thee, and with News: 
As happy as thy quick Deliver, 25 | 
Was trac'd out by the ſcent, arreſted Captain, 
Capt. Arreſted, George ? . "ba 5 
- - Pye. Arreſted; gueſs, gueſs, how many Dogs do you 
I'd upon me? DELL, 2 5 [think 
Capt. Dogs? I ſay, I know not. 7-4 
Pye. Almoſt as many as George Stone the Bear: 
Three at once, three at once. : | PP 
- Cept, How didſt thou ſhake m off then? 
Pye, The time is buſie, and calls upon our Wits, kt 
7 Ns LOL ©, 6 "Te [ it ſuſfice, 
Here I ſtand ſafe, and ſcap'd' by Miracle: 88 
Some other Hour ſhall tell thee, when we'll ſteep: 
Our Eyes in laughter: Captain, my device 
Leans to thy Happineſs, for e er the Day - - 
Be ſpent to th' Girdle, thou ſhalt be free: 
The Corporal's in's firſt fleep, the Chain is miſs'd, 
Thy Kinlman has expreſt thee, and the old Knight 
With Palſey-bams ncw labours thy Releaſe. | 
| What reſt is all in thee, to Conjure, Captains. : 
Cap. Conjure ? foot, Geo ge, you know, the Devil 2 
conjuring I can conjure. , - | 
Fye. 1 he Devil of conjuring ?. nay-by my fay, I'd not 
have thee do ſo much, Captain, as the Devil a conjur- 
ing; look here, I ha brought thee a Circle. ready cha- 
ractered and all, e e - 
Capt. 'Sfoot, George, ait in thy right Wits, doſt know 
what thou fay'{t? why doſt talk to a Captain a conjuring? 
didſt thou ever hear ofa Captain conjure in thy Life? 
doſt call't a Circle, 'tis too wide a thing, methinks ; had 
it been a leſſer Circle,” then I knew what to have done. 
Tye. Why every Fool knows that, Captain; nay then 
I not cog with you, Captain, if you'll ſtay: and hang 
the next Seffions you may. 
car 


_ Capt. Why: why? 5 


ee 


Widow of Watling-ftreet. 39 
Capt. No, by my Faith, George, come, come, let's 
£5 * e | n 
ye. But if you look to be releaſed, as my Wits have tcok 
Pain to work it, and all means wrought to farther it, be- 9 
- ides to put Crowns in your Purſe, to make you a Man of WW 
better hopes, and whereas before you were a Captain or 
Poor Soldier, to make you now a Commander of rich 
Fsols, which is truly the only beſt purchaſe Peace can 
allow you, ſafer than High- ways, Heath, or Cony-groves, 
and yet a far better Booty; for your — Thieves are l 
never hang'd; for why? they're wiſe, and cheat within = 
Doors; and we geld Fools of more Money in one Night, 
than your falſe-tail Gelding will purchafe in a Twelve- WW 
- Menth's running, which confirms the old Beldam's ſaying, al 
He's. wiſeſt that keeps himſelf warmeſt, that is, he that = 
robs by a good Fire, el | 
Capt. Well opened i'faith, Gecrge, thou haſt pull'd that 
:  - ſaying out of the Hu k. 15 | 
Pye. Captain Idle, tis no time now to delude or delay, 
the old Knight will be here ſuddenly, I perfect you, di- 
rect you, tell you the trick ont: tis nothing. 
Capt. Sfoot, George, I know not what to lay to tꝭ con- 
jure? I ſhall be hang'd ere I conjure, | 
Pye, Nay, tell not me of that, Captain, you'll ne er 
conjure after you're hang'd, I warrant you; look you, 
Sir, a parlous Matter, (ure, firſt to ſpread your Circle 
upon the Ground, then with a little corjuring Ceremony, 
as I'll have an Hackney-man's Wand fil yer'd o'er a pur- 


L poſe for you, then arriving in the Circle, with a huge 
Word, and a great Trample, as for inſtance haye you never 

ot ſeen a ſtalking, ſtamping Player, that will-raiſe a Tempeſt 

ur. with his Tongue, and Thunder with his Heels? 

na- Capt. O yes, yes, yes; often. 


Pye, Why be like ſuch a one; for any thing will blear } 
the old Knight's Eyes; for you muſt note, that hell ne er 
dare to venture into the Room, only perhaps peep tear- 
fully through the Key-hale, to ſee how the Play goes 
forward, Cob 7+ ep | S 

Capt. Well, I may go about it when I will, but mark 
the end on't, I ſhall but ſhame myſelf i faith, George, ſpeak 
big words, and ſtamp and ſtare, and he look in at Key- Wil 
hole, why the very thought of that would make me laugh 

out=- 


40 e Wai , De 

WM out-right, ms ſpoil ally nay Vll tell thee, Gecrge when 

I apprehend-a thing once, I am of ſuch a laxative Laughter, 

7 3 if the Devil hunfelf Rood by, 1 ſhould laugh in bis 
acc. 

Mie. Pub, that's but the Babe of a Man, and may 

i eaſily be huſh' d, as to think upon ſome Diſaſter, ſome ſad 


Mislortune, as the Death of thy Father i th Country.” 
Capt. Sfoot, that would be the more to drive me into 
ſuch an extaſie, that I ſhonld ne er lin laughing elſe. 

Pye. Why then think upon going to hanging. 

Capt. Maſs that's well remembered, row I'll do ey; 
T warrant thee, ne'er fear me now; but how ſhall I db, 
Geerge, for boiſterous Words, and horrible Names? 

He. Puh, any fuſtain Invocations, Captain, will ſerve 
as well as the beſt, ſo you rant them out well; er you 


may go to a Pothecary s Shop, and take all the words 


from the Boxes. 

Capt. Troth, and you ſay true, George, there strange 
words enew to raite a hundred Quack- ſalvers, though 
they be re er ſo poor when they begin? but here lies the 
fear on't, how if in this taiſe Conjuration, a true Devil 
ſhould pop up indeed. 

Pye. A true Devil, Captain? why there was ne'er 
ſuch a one, 'nay faith he that has this Pace, is as a _ 2 
Knave as our laſt Church-warden. 

Cap. Then he is falſe enough a Conſcience i aich Came. 
The Cry at Marſhalſea, Enter Sir Godfrey, Mr. Edmond, 

and Nicholas. 

Cy Priſeners.. Good Geptlemen over the way, ſend} 
your Relief: 

Good Gentlemen over the way z— Good: Sir COPY 
Pye. He's come, he's come: 
Nich. Maſter, that's my Kinſman yonder i in the Buff 
4 — Kinſman et hat's my Maſter, yonder i th n 
Hat - pray ſalute him intire'y. 
[ They ſalute ; and Pye-boord ſalutes Maſter Edmond. 
Sir God. Now my Friend · 
He. May I partake your Nam „0, Cir 
Edm. My Name is Maſter Edmund. | 
PS; Matter Edmend, — are you not a WVelebman, 7 5 
Edm. A Welchman? Why? 

He. Becauſe Maſter is your Chriſten Name, and Ed- 

wind your Sir-name.. d. 


- 


— * 


2e 


Sir, as goodly a 
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Edm. O no: I have more Names, at home, Maſter Ed. | 


mand Plus is my full Name at length. | 


Pye. O cry you mercy, Sir. — ElWhuſpering. 


Capt. 1 underſtand that you are my K infman's good Ma- 
ſter, and in regard of that, the beſt of my Skill is at your 
ſervice; but had you fortug'd a mere ſtranger, and made 
no means to me by acquaintance, I ſhould have utterly de- 


ny'd to have been the Man; both by reaſon of the Act 


ot parliament againſt Conjurers and Witches, as alſo be- 
caule I would not have my Art yulgar, trite, and con 


mon. | 


Sir Ged. I much commend your care there, good Cap- 


tain Conjurer, and that Iwill be ſure to have it private - 


enough, you ſhall do't in my Siſter's Houle, - mine own 
Houle I may call it, for both our charges therein are pro- 


portion'd. . 


Capt. Very good, Sir,—what may [ call your loſs, Sir ? 
Sir Ged. O You pay call't a great Lols. a grieyous Lofs 


wore it; how / laiſt thou, Nzcbolgs 2 | 
Nich. O'twas- as delicious a Chain of Gold, Kinſ- 
man, you know —— ? 5 
Sir Ged. You know, did you know't, Captain. 
Capt. Truſt a Fool with ſecrets? Sir, he may day I 


know.; his meaning is, becauſe my Art is ſuch, that by it 


I may gather a knowledge of all Things 
Sir Ged. Ay, very true. 3 5 
Capt. A Pox ot all Fools the excuſe ſtuck upon my 

Tongue like Ship- pitch upon a Mariner's Gown, not to 

come off in hatte—ber-lady, Knight, to loſe ſuch a fair 

Chain of Gold, were afoul loſs; Well, I can put you in 

this good comfort on't, if it be. between Heaven and 

Earth, Knight, VII ba't for you. 7 


Sir Ged. A wonderful Conjurer —O 7, tis between 


Heav'n and Earth, 7 warrant you, it cannot go out of the 


Realm, — I know tis ſomewhere about the Earth. 


IC 


Cap. Ay, nigher the Earth than thou wot'ſt on. 

Sir God. For firſt, my Chain was rich, and no rich 
thing ſhall enter: into Heav' n, you know. 3 

Nich. And as for the Devil, Maſter, he bas no need 
on't, for you know he has a great Chain of his own, 


Sir God. Thou ſay {t true, Nicb las, but he has put off 


that now, that lyes by him. a 


ain of Gold, though I ſay it, that 


nat. Mt. a aaa. a. 46. 
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Cut. Faith Knight, in few words, I preſume ſo much 
upon the Power of my Art, that I could warrant your 
. oo 7 | 
Sir Ged. Odainty Captain! dr abs 
Capt; Marry, it willcoſt me much feat, J were bet- 
ter go to ſixteen Hot-houſes. | FEY | 
Si Ged. Ay good Man, I warrantthee, 

Capt. Beſide great Vexation of Kidney and Liver. 
Mb. O, "twill tickle yon hereabouts, Couſin, becauſe 
Jou have not been uled tot. 
Sir God. No ? have you not been us d to't, Captain? 
Capt. Plague of all Fools ſtill ; indeed, Knight, 1 have 
not us d it a good while, and therefore twill train me ſb 
much the more, you know. ! 4 
Fir Ged. O it will, it will. © 
_ *_ Capt. What plunges he puts me to? Were not this Knight 
a Fos, I had been twice ſpoil'd now; that Captain's worie 
than accurſt that has an Als to his Kinſman, sfoot, I fear 
he will drivet out before I come to't — New, Sir, 
to come to the Point indeed—you lee I ſtick here in the 


. ” 


Ja of the Marſbalſea, and cannot do't. | 
Sir Ged. Tut, tut, I know thy meaning, thou would'ſt 

ſay thou' rt a Priſoner, I tell thez theu'rt none. 

Capt. How, none ? why is not this the Marſbalſea? 


Sir God Will't hear me ſpeak? I heard of thy rare Com 


7 
« 4 


uring: 
My Chain was loſt, I ſweat for thy Releaſe, 
As thou-ſhalt do the like at home for me: 
Keeper, | 1 


Keep. Sir. | 
Sir God. Speak, is not this Man free?? 
Keep. Yes, at his Pleaſure, Sir, the Feesdiſcharg'd. 
«Sir Ged. Go, go, Ill diſcharge them, I. 
Keep. 1 thark your Worſhip. + | Exit. Keeper, 
Capt. Now truſt me, you're a dear Knight; kindnels 
unexpected! O there's nothing to a free Gentleman,— [ 
will conjure for. you, dir, till Froth come through my 
Buff-Jerkin. | he | 
Sir Ged. Nay, then thou ſhalt not paſs with ſo little a 
Bounty, for at the firſt ſight of my Chain again,torty 
five Angels ſhall appear unto thee. 10 


Enter Keeper. 


| Widow of 'Watling-ſtreet. 43 
Capt. *T will be a glorious ſhow i'faith, Knight, a very 
fine ſhow ; but are al} theſe of your own Houle? are you 
ſure of that, Sir ? | : Fx 
Sir God. Ay, ay; no, no; what's he yonder talking with 
my wild Nephew;pray Heav'n he give him good Counſel. 
Capt. Who, he? he's a rare Friend of mine, an admirable 
Fellow, Knight, the fineſt Fortune- teller. | 
ON Sir God. O! tis he indeed, that came to my Lady Sĩ- 
ſter, and foretold the loſs of my Chain; I am not angry 
| with him now, for I ſee 'twas my Fortune to loſs it: By 
| | our leave, Mr, Fortune-teller, I had aglimpſe of you at 
| ome, at my Siſter's the Widow's, there you prophefied 
of the lols of a Chain; — ſimply, though I ſtand here, I 
was he that loſt it. | is 
Pye. Was it you, Sir? | #0 
| Fam. A my troth, Nuncle, he's the rareſt Fellow, has 
| told me my Fortune fo right; I find it ſo right to my na- 
* ture, 3 ; | 


Sir God. What ist, God ſend it a good one. © 
Edm. O, tis a paſſing good one, Nuncle: for he ſays 
5 I ſhall prove ſuch an excellent Gameſter in my time, that 
I ſhall ſpend all faſter than my Father got it. | 
| Sir Ged. There's a Fortune indeed, - 
. E dm. Nay, it hits my Humour ſo pat. 


Sir Ged. Ay, that will be the end on't ; will the Curſe 
of the Beggar prevail ſo much, that the Son ſhall conſume 
that fooliſhly, which the Father got craſtily; ay, ay, ay; 
"twill, or? _ | | * 

Pye. Stay, ay, ſtay. | | 
8 N hobje with an Almanacł, and toe Captain. 
Capt. Turn over, Gecrge. | 3 | 
Tye, June, July, here, July, that's the Month, Sunday 


thirteen, Yeſterday fourteen, to Day fifteen, 


Ho Capt. Look quickly for the fifteenth Day —, if within 
5 the compaſs of theſe two Days thers would be ſome 
[ | boiſterous Storm or other, it would be the beſt, I'd de- 
7 fer him off till then; ſome Tempeſt; and it be thy will. 
Pye. Here's the fift enth Day—hot-and fair. 
a Capt, Puh, wauld t'ad been hot and foul, 
y Hye. The fixteenth Day, that's to morrow; the. Morn» | 
ing for the moſt part, fair and plealant. Wees 


N | Capt * No 1 uck. 


Pye 
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WS «| Fund about high:noop, Lightning and Thunder. 
A. e admirable! beſt of alli! 
Al conjure to morrow juſt at high-noop, Gectge. 
He. Happen hut true tomoriow, Almanack, and I'll 
give thee leave to lye all the Year alter. | 0 
Capt. Sir, I muſt crave your Patience, to beſtow this 
Pay upon me, that I may furniſh myſelf ftrong!'y, —1 
| Ent a Spirit irto Lancaſhire t other Day, to fetch back a 
Kraye-Drover, and I lock for his return this Even 5 
to morrow Morning, my Friend here and I Will come 
breakfaſt with vou. 
Sir Ged. O, you ſhall be moſt welcome. 
Capt. And about Noon, without fail, purpoſe to conjure, 
Sir Ged. Mid- noon will be a fit time for ou. 
Edm. Corjuring ? do ycu mean to conjure at our Houle 
to Morrow, Sir? 21 ; 
5 05 Marry do I, Sir; tis my intent, young Gentleman. 
Fam. By my truth, III love you while I live for't : O 
rare! Nrckslgs; we ſhatl have Conrjuripg to morrow. 
Nich. Pu I, I could, ha' told youot that, 
' Capt. Law, he could ha told him of chat, Fool, Cox- 
comb, could ye ? 33 5 
Edm. Do you hear me, Sir, I defixe more Acquaintance 
on you, you ſhall earn ſome Money of me, now 1 kyow 
vou can Conjure; but can you fetch any that is loſt? 
Capt. Ob, any thing that's loſt. det ob 
Edm. Why look you, Sir, I tell't you as a Friend and a 
Conjurer; I ſhould marry a Pothecary's Daughter, and 
' *twas told me ſhe loſt her Maiden head at © teny Stratford: 
Now if you'll do but ſo much as Conjure for't and make 
all whole again \ | 
Capt. That 7 will, Sir, BY 
Edm. By my troth I thank you, la. 
Capt. A-little merry with your >iſter's ſon, Sir: 
Sir Ged. Oh, a fimple young Man, very ſimple; come 
Captain, and yov, vir; we'll een part with a Gallon of 
Mine till to morrow Break-faſt, 
. Tip. Capt. Troth, agreed, Sir. 
Rich. K inſmar—ſcholar. VV 
Dye. Why row thou art a good Knaye, worth a hun- 
dred Brownilts, | 


| oo Am! indeed, la , I thank you heartily, =. ET 


" 


- 


? 


Tilos of Wutrlng Ltrert. 4 


Enter Moll, and Sir John Pentiy-Dab, 
Dub. UT 1 hope you will not ſerve a Kight ſo, Gen- 
| | tlewotnan, will you? to caſheer him, and caſt - 
him or ac your Pleaſure ; what do you think I was dubb d 
tor nothing, no by my Faith, Lady's Daughter. : 
Moll. Pray Sir hn Peiny-Daubb, let it be defer'd a- 
while, L have a Heart to marry as yo can haye, but as 
the Fortunt-tellerald We: 
Dub, Pax oth Fortune teller, would Derrick bad been 
his Fortune ſeven Veurs a, to eros my Love thus; did 
be know what caſe L was in? why this is able to make 4 
Man drown bimſelfin's 'Fither's-Fiſh- Pond. 885 8 
Moll. And then he told nie moreover, Sir John, that 
the Breach of it kept my Father in Purpatory. | 
Dub. In Purgatory ? why let him purge. otit his Heart 
there, what have we to do with thit ? there's Phyſiciars 
enow there to caſt his Water, is that any Matter to us? 
how can he hinder our Love ? why let him be hang d now 
he's dead? — well, have I rid Poſt Day and Night, to 
bring you merry News of nty Father's Death, and do 
Moll. Thy Father's Neath? is the old Farmer dead ? 
Dub. As dead as his Barn-Door, N. 1 
Moll. And you'll-keep 'yout Word with me now, Sir 
John, that [ ſhall have my Coach and my Coachman? 
Duh. Ay faith, bn | : : 


Melt." And two white Horſes with -black"Feathers to 


draw it? | | | 
Dub. Too. 3 
_ Mull. A guarded Lbckey to run before't, and py*d Li- 


yeries to come traſhing after t. ] 

- D000: Ile RR, NET CITED UTE 

Moll, And to let me have Motiey in my Purſe to g 
Wiuther 1 __ nc + 2 

40. this. ; . 

| Mt The come, whatſoè er comes on t, we'll be — 

ſure together before the Maids o'th'Kitehen. [| Bxi#. 

Enter W.diw, Frances and Frailty, - 

wid, How now? where's my Brother Sir as 2 | 

Went he forth fhis Morning?  — 3 
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Frail. O no Madam, he $above. at Breakfaſt, with Sir 
Reverence a Corjurer, 2 


id. A Conjurer? what mapner of Fellow is hes 

Frail. O, a wond'rous rare Pellow, Miſtreſs, very 
ſtrongly made upward, for he goes in a Buff Jexkin; he 
ſays he will fetch Sir Godfrey's Chain again, if it hang be⸗ 
tween Heaven and Earth. - 

Wid. What! he will not? then be's an exlent Fellow 
I warrant, how happy were that Woman to be bleſt with 
ſuch a Husband, a Man cunning ? how do's be look Frail- 
ty? very ſmartly I warrant, with black Bard. ſcorcht 
Cheeks, and ſmoaky Eye-brows. 
 Foail, Foh— he's neither ſmoak-dryed, nor ſcorehe; 
nor black, nor nothing, I tell you, Madam, he looks as 
fair to {ee as one of us; I do think, but if you ſaw him 
once, you'd take him to be a Chriſtian. 


Fran. So fair, and yet ſo cunning, that's to be wondred 


at, Mother. 
Enter Sir Oliver Muckhill, and Sir Andrew Tipſtaſfe. 

Mack, Bleſs you, ſweet Lady, 

Tip. And you fair Miſtrels, * [Exit Erailty. 

Vid. Coades, what do you mean, ane ? Ties 

did I not give you your Anlwers? | 

Muck. Sweet Lady. 

Vid. Well, I will not ſtick with you fora Kis. 

Daughter, k kiſs the Gentleman for once, 

Fran. Yes forſooth. 

Tip. I'm proud of ſuch a Fayour. _ 

id. Truly la, Sir Oliver, you're much; to . to 
come again when you know my Mind ſo well delivered 
=—as a Widow could deliver a thing. 

Mack, But Iexpe&a farther Comfort, Lady. 

Wid. Why la you now, did I not deſire you to put off 
our Suit quite and clean when you came to me again ? 
ow 12 you? did I not. 

Mick. But the ſincere Love which my Heart bears to 
ou— 
a id. Go te, I'll cut you off; and Sir oliver, to put 


you in Comfort, afar off, my Fortune is read me, I muſt 


my again, 

Mack. O bleſt Fortune! 

Vid. But not as long as Lean abuſe; 5 nay, rl bold out 
well, Enter 


hd 2255 was 


en 


ty 


Widow of Watling-ſtreet. 47 
Enter Frailty. 

Frail. O Madam, Madam. I 

id. How now? what's the haſte? Tn her Ear. 

Tip. Faith, Mrs. Frances I'll maintain you gallantly, 
I'll bring you to Court, wean you among the fair Society 
of Ladies poor kinſwomen of mine in Cloth of Silver, be- 
{de you ſhall have your Monkey, Parrot, your Mul- 
kat, and your Piſs, piſs, piſs. _ 

Fran. It will do very well. „ 
Wid. What, do's he mean to conjure here then? how 
ſhall I ds to be rid of theſe Knights—pleaſe you, Gen- 
tlemen, to walk a while i'th*Garden, to gather a pink, or 
2 Gilli flower. 3 CC 

Bo With all our Hearts Lady, and count us fa- 
vour d. * K 

| Sir God. within. | Step in, Nicholas, look, is the Coaſt 
clear? i | | | 42 

Nich, Oh, asclear as a Carter's Eye, Sir. 

Sir God. Then enter Captain Conjurer, — now 
how like you our Room, Sir?;ſt 
Enter Sir Godfrey, Captain, Py-boord, Edmond, and 

7 Nicholas. | | 

Cap. O wonderful convenient. Fe] 

Edm. I can tell you, (Captain, ſimply, though it lies 
here, 'tis the faireſt Room in my Mothers houſe, as dain- 
ty a Room to Conjure in, methinks, — why you may 
Eid, I cannot tell how many Devils welcome in't; my Fa- 
ther has had twenty in't at once 8 

Pye, What, Devils? N | 

Edm. Devils, no, Deputies, and the wealthieſt men he 
could get. 

Sir God. Nay, put by your Chats now, fall to your 
Buſineſs round ly, the Feſcue of the Dial is upon the Chril- 
crols of Noon; but, oh, hear me, captain, a qualm comes 
o'er my ſtomach, | | 

Cap. Why, what's the matter, Sir? 

Sir God. Oh, how if the Devil ſhould prove a Knaveg 
and tear the Hangings. | 

Cap, Fuh, I warraut you, Sir Godfrey. 

Edm, Ay, Nunkle, or ſpit Fire upo'th'Ceiling. - 

Sir Gad. Very true too, for 'tis but thin plaiſtered, and 
twill quickly take hold a'the Laths; and it he chance to 
pit dawnward to, he will burn all the boards, 
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Cap. My Life for yours, Sir Godfrey. 
Sir Ged. My Siſter is very curious and dainty oer this 
Room, I can tell you, and therefore if he muſt needs [pit, 
I pray deſire him to ſpit i'th Chimney. ES 
Fye. Why, aſſure you, Sir Godfrey, he Mall not be brought 
up with lo little Manners, to ſpit and ſpawl a' th Floor. 
Sir Ged. Why, Ithank you, good Captain, pray have a 
care I—fall to your Circle, we'll not trouble you 1 war- 
rant you, come, we'll into the next Room, and becauſe 
we'll be ture to keep him out there, we'll bar up theDoor 
with ſome of the God les Zealous Works. | 
Em. That will be a five Device, Nuncle; and becauſe 
the Ground ſhall be as holy as the Door, L' tear two or 
threeRofaries in pieces, and ftrew the Hieces about the 
Chamber; Oh! the Devil already. ¶ Runs in. Thunders, 
Pye. Sfobt, Oapt ain, ſpeak ſome what for ſhame ; it Ligh- 
tens and Thunders before thou wilt begin, why when? 
Cap. Pray Peace, George, thou' lt make me laugh a- 
non, and fpoil all. 2 | h 
Eye, Oh, now it begins again; now, now, now! Captain, 
5 Cap. Rhumbos ragtlacn, pur, colucundrion, Hois- 
lis. IS | 
Sir Ged. threugh the Rey hele, within.) Oh admirable 
Conjurer! has fetcht Thunder already. | | 
e. Hark, hark, again Captain. 8 
Cap. Benjamino, gaſpois kuy goſgoteren umbrots. 
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Ivy, he has no Conſcience to put a Man to ſuch Pain. 
Pye. Again. 1 | 


Pye, Well ſaid, Captain. - 
Dir God. So long a coming? O would I had ne'er be- 
Zur t now, for I fear me theſe roaring Tempeſts will de- 
ey all the Fruits of the Earth, and cread upon my Corn 
 —— 0h! i'th' Country. ; 


Eoome park. 
Vid. O Brother, Brother, what a Tempeſt's i' th Gar- 
den, ſure there's ſome Corjuration abroad. | 
Sir God, Tis at home, Siſter. 

Pye.” By and by I'Il ſtep in, Captain. 
Cpt. Nunck Nunck Rip Gaſtoines, Ips, r 


LY 


Sir God. Oh, I would theDevillwortd come away quick- 


Cap. Flowſte kak epunipes-dragont-leloomenos-hodge podge. 


Cap. Gg de g, bobgoblin, buncks, hounſlow, heekley te 


1 


Nido of Watling-ſtreet. 49 
Sir God. He drips and drops, poor Man; alas, alas, 

Pye. Now, I come. | 

Cap. O Sulphure Soctface. | To 

Pye, Arch-Conjurer, what would'ſt thou with me > 

Sir Ged. O, the Devil, Siſter, i'th' Dining- Chamber; 
ſirg, Siſter, I warrant you that will keep him out; quick- 
ly, quickly. . | (Goes in. 

Pye. So, ſo, ſo; I'll releaſe thee ; enough, Captain, e- 
nough; allow us ſome time to laugh a little, they re ſhud- 
dering and ſhaking by this time, as if an Earthquake were 
in their Kidneys. | | 

Cap. Sirrah George, how was't, how was't ? did I do't 
well enough ? | | a | 

Dye. Moult believe me, Captain, better than any Con- 
jurer, for here was no harm in this, and yet their horri- 
b'e expeRation ſatisfied well; you were much beholding 
to Thunder and Lightning at this time, it grac'd you well, 
I can tell you. 

Cap. 1 muſt needs ſay ſo, Gecrge. Sirrah if we could ha! 
conyey'd hither cleanly a Cracker, or a Fire-wheel, t'ad 
been admirable. | | 

Tye Blurt, blurt, there's nothing remains to put thee 
to pain now, Captain, 

Cap. Pain ? I proteſt, George, my Heels are ſorer than 
a Whiſon Morris-Dancer's. © - | 8 

Pye. All's paſt now — enly to reveal that the Chain's 
15 Garden, where, thou know'ſt, it has lain theſe two 

ays. 5 | 
Cp But I fear that Fox Nicholas has reveal'd it al- 
ready, 

Pye. Fear not, Captain, you muſt put it to th venture 
now: Nay 'tis time, call upon em, take pity on em, for 
believe tome of em, are in a pitiful Caſe by this time. 

Cap. Sir Gedfrey, Nicholas, Kinſman, — sfoot they're 
faſt at ĩt ſtill ; George, Sir Godjrey? __ + | 2 

Sir God. Oh, jsthat the Devil's Voice? how comes he 
to know my Name? - | 

Cap. Fear rot, Sir Godfrey, all's quieted. 

Sir God. What, is he laid? 

Cap. Laid; and has newly dropt 
Your Chain i'th' Garden. 

. Sir God. I'th' Garden! in ol Garden? 
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Cap. Your Garden. FF 
Sir Ged. O ſweet Conjurer! whereabouts there? 

Cup. Look well about a Bank of Raſemar. 

Sir God. Siſter, the Roſemary bank, come, come: 
there's my Chain, helays. Wed . 


Mid. Oh, happineſs! run, run. (Suppeſeth.to go. 


Edm. Captain Conjurer? 

Cap. Who? Maſter Edmond ? | 

Ed. Ay, Maſter Edmond: may I come in fafely with · 
out Danger, think you? ö nn 

Cap. Puh, long ago; it is all as twas at firſt 5, | 
Fear nothing, pray come near how now; Man? 

Edm. Oh! this Roon?s mightily het i faĩth: lid, my 
Shirt ſticks to my Belly already; what a ſteam the Rogue 
Has left behind him? Foh, this Room muſt be air d, Gen- 
tlenien, it ſmells horribly of Brimſtone, —let's open the 
Windows. N 55 

Fye. Faith Maſter Edinond, tis but your Conceit. 

Edm. I would you could make me believe that, i*faith, 
who do you think I cannot ſmell his Sayour, from ano- 
ther; yet I take it kindly from you, becauſe you would 
not put nie in a Fear, i' faith; a my Troth Fhall love you 
for this the longeſt Day of my Life. | 

Cap. Puh, tis nothing, Sir, love me when you ſee 
he: = AT + 8 

Edm. Maſs, now remember, I'll look whether he has 


(Edm. at key-hotes 


Lihged the Hangings, or no. . 
Pye. Captain, to entertain a little ſport till they come; 


make him believe, you'll charm him inv ifible, heꝰs apt to 


admire any thing, you ſee, let me alone to give force 
Gt. f | ; 
Cup. Go, retire to yonder end then. 
Edin. ] proteſt you are a rare Fellow, are you not? 
Cap. O Maſter Edmond, you know but the leaſt part of 
ane yet; why now at this Inſtant T could flouriſſi my 
Wand thrice ofer your Head, and charm you invifible. 


En. What you could not? make nie walk inviſible, 
Man? I ſhould laugh at that iffaith ; troth 11] requite 


your Kindneſs ; an youll dot, good Captain Conjurer. 

Cap. Nay, | ſhould hardly deny you ſuch a ſmall kind- 
neſs, Mafter Edmond Plus, why, look you, Sir, .*tis no 
more but this, and thus agen, and now yare * 


av a 2... 


ms ws ws aw 


again. N Edmond nter em. 


mary bank, as if one mould has laid it en 0 cur- 


Widow of Watling-ſtreet. er 
Ide. Am Tfaith? who would think it? | 
Cap. You. lee the Fortune-teVer yander at farther end 
octhꝰ Chamber, BY towards him, do what: e will with 
him, he ſhall neter fund youul 
Ed. Say you ſo, 14] try that ic fait (Tuſtles bim. 
Fye. Hoe now Captain ? who's that juſtled me?? 
Cap. Juſtled yuu ? I ſaw no body. 
Fdm, Ha, ba, ha, —lay twas a fpirit, 
Cab. Shall 1? — may be ſome Spirit that haunts the 
Circle. 
He. O my Noſe, agen, pray conjure then, Captain. 
(Pulls him by the Noſe. 
Edi. Trotł this is exlent, I may do any Ray ery no w 
never be ſern and now Ire member me, Sir Godfrey, 
my Uncle, .abus*d me tfother Day, and told Tales of me 
to my Mother Troth now lem inviſible, Ile hit bim a 
round whirrit a?thꝰ Ear, when he comes out a*th* Gagdette | 
— { may the-revengfd of bim now finely. - 
Aer Sir Godfrey » Widow, Frances, Nicholas with 
the Chan. 
Sir God. T-have my Chain again, my Chains found 


O ſweet Captain, O admirable Conjurer. 
©, what. mean you by that, Nephewꝰ)ꝰ) 
Edm. Nephew ? I hape you do not know me, Uncle 
Wid. Why did you ſtrike your Uncle, Son? | 
Edm. Why, Captain, am I not inviſible ? 
Cap. A ggod jeſt, George not now you are noty Sir, 
Why did not you ſee me when did uncharm you 7 
Edm. Not I, by my Troth, Captain; ACTAL 
Then pray you pardon me, Uncle, 
I thought led been been inviſible when l Kn you. 
Sir (30d, So, you would doc t 7 go,—you're a fooliſh.Bop 
And were I yot ofercome with greater Joy, 
Id make you taſte Correction. 
Edm. Correction, puſh—no, neither you nor my 
Mother, fhall think to whip nie as you have done. 
Sir God. Captain, my joy is ſuch, I know not how to 
thank youzler me embrace you. O my ſweet Chain, glad- 
neſs een makes me giddy, rare Man; *twas juſt i*th* Kole-,- 
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Wid. Well, feeing my Fortune tells me I muſt marry 
let me marry a Man of Wit, a Man of Parts, here's à 
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ſide all the World knows that a worthy Captain is a fit 
Companion to any Lord, then why not a ſweet Bed - fel- 
low for any Lady, —I'll have it ſo 
| Enter Frailty. 


= —„—-— — 


coming along this way. 

Vid. What brave Sight? 

Frail. O, one going to burying, and another going to 
Hanging. 15 

Vid. A rueful sight. 8 f 

Pye. *Sfoot, Captain, Lell pawn my Life the Corporal 

Coffind, and old Skirmiſh the Soldier going to Execution, 
and tis now about the time of his waking 5 hold out a. 
little longer, fleepy Potion, and we ſhall have exlent Ad- 
miration ; for lll rake upon me the. Cure of him 
Enter the Geffin of the Corp:ral, and the Soldier bound, and 
N I- -d by the Office! S, th Sheriff there. N 
Trail. O here they come, here they come! 


— . 


— — ä— 


vent bis Impatience, or olſe alles dilcoye ed. 

Wid. O lamentable ſeeing, theſe were thoſe Brothers 
that fought and bled before our door. 

Sir God. 'W hat, they were not, Siſter ? 

Skir. George, look toft, 141 peach at Yyburn elſe, 

Pye. Mum—Gentles all, vouchſate me n and 
you elpecially, Maſter Sheriff: | 
Yon Manis bound to Execution, 

Becauſe he wounded this that now lies coffne d. 

Sher, True, true, he ſhall have the Law, —and 1 

know the Lax. 


bor cured and ſafe again, he ſhould have been releas d 
then? 
Sher, Way, make you Queſtion of that; Sir ? ba 
De. Thu | releate him freely, and will take upon me 
the Deu th that he ſhould die, if within a little Seaſon L 
| do not cure him to his proper Health again. 
*} . Sber. How, Sir? recover a dead Man ? 
| That were moſt ſtrange of * (Frances comes to him. 
a Fran. 


worthy Captain, and *tis a fine Title truly la to bea 
Captain's Wife; a Captain's Wife, it goes very finely, be- 


Frail.O Miſtreſs, Gentlemen, there's the braveſt Sight 


Pye. Now muſt 1 clole ſecretly with the Soldier, pre- 


Pye. But under Favour, Maſter shericß if this Man had 


Witow of Watling-ſtreet. 
Fan. Sweet Sir, T love you dearly, and could wiſh my 
beſt part yours, O do hot undertake ſuch an impoſſible 
venture. age | | | 7 71 
He. Love you me? then for your ſweet fake I'll do't. 
Let me entreat the Corps to be ſet down. | 
Sher. Bearers ſet down the Coffin, — this is wonder- 
ful, and worthy Stew's Chronicle. | | 
ye. | pray beſtow the freedom of the Air upon our 
holſome Art, — Maſs his Cheeks begin to receive na- 
tural warmth: Nay; good Corporal, wake betime, or L 
mal] have a longer Sleep than you, — foot, if he ſhould 
prove dead indeed now, he were fully reveng d upon me 
for making a Property on him, yet had rather run upon 
the Ropes, than have a Rope like a Tetter run upon me. 
O — he ſtirs — he ſtirs again — lock, Gentlemen, he- 
recovers, he ſtarts, be riſes, wy | 
Sher, Oh, ob, deſend us —-out, alas, 
De. Nay, pray be ſtill; you'll make him more giddy: 
elſe, — he knows no Body yet. LN OT 
Corp, Zowns; where am 1? cover'd with Snow? 1 
marvel ? . | 8 
Pye. Nay, I knew he would Swear the firſt thing he 
did, as ſoon as he came to Lite again. | | 
'Cerp. *Sfoot, "Hoſtels - ſome hot Porridge, — oh, ho, 
lay on a dozen of Faggots in the Moon Parlour, there. 
Pye, Lady, you muſt needs take a little pity of him 
i faith, and ſerd him into your Kitchen Fire. . 
Vid. O, with all my Heart, Sir Nicholas and Frailty, 
help to bear bim in. 1 8 
Nich. Bear him in quotha, pray call in the Maids, I 
ſhall ne'er have the Heart to do't, indeed la. 
Frail, Nor I neither, I cannot abide to handle a- Gboſt, 
of all Men. | | a 
rp. Fbloud, let me fee, where was I drunk laſt 
Night? hah — — | I NL 
Vid. O, ſhall T'bid you once again, take him away? 
N Why, were as fcarful as you, I warrant you. —- 
oh — | | 
Wid. Away, Villains, bid the Maids make him a Caws 
dle preſently to ſettle his Brain — or a Poſſet of Sack, 
quickly, quickly.  [exeunt, puſbing in the Corps. 
her, Sir, Whatſo er you are, 1 db more than admire 


vou. | 22S Vid. 
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V hich firſt begot it — now, Love, play thy part; $4 


- Wid. Ol, if you knew all, Maſter Sheriff, as you ſhall” 


do, you would ſay then, that here were two of the ra- 


reſt Men within the Walls of Chriſtendom, 4411 

. Sher, Two of em, O wonderful; Officers, I difcharge 
you, ſet him free, all's in tune. 

Sir Ged. Ay, and a Banquet ready by this time, Maſter 
Sheriff, to which I moſt chearfully invite you, and your 
late Priſoner there. See you this goodly Chain, Sir, mum, 
no more Words, *twas loſt and is found again; come, 


my ineſtimable Bullies, we'll talk of your Noble Acts in 


ſparkl ing Charrico, and inſtead of a Jeſter, we'll ha the 

Ghoſt 'th* white Sheet fit at upper end o' th' Table. 
Sher. Exlent, marry Man, i faith. Exit. 
Fran. Well, ſeeing I am enjoin'd to love, and marry, 

My tooliſh Vow thus I caſheer, to Air e 


* 


. 


The Scholar reads his Lecture in my Heart. | Exennt. 


SEEN ASNSESLNSCBYSKRN END 


nter in haſte Maſter Edmond and Frailty. 
dm.“ ; "HIS is the Marriage-morning for my Mother 
| and my Siſter, AS Fay 

Frail. O me, Maſter Edmond, we ſhall have rare doings, 

Edm, Nay, go, Frailty, run to the Sexton, you know 
my Mother will be mariied at Saint Antlings, hie thee, 
tis paſt five, bid them open the Church-door, my Siſter 
is almoſt ready, © 

Frail, What already, Maſter Edmond? 

Edm. Nay, go hie thee, firſt run to the Sexton, and run 
to the Clerk, and then run to Maſter I igman the Parſon, 
al d then run to the Milliner, and then run home again. 

Fail. Here's run, run, run — | 

Fdm. But hark, Frailty. 3 

Frail, What, more yet? | . 

I dm. Have the Maids remembred to ſtrew the way 
to the Church? 125 
Trail. Foh, an Hour ago, I help'd 'm my ſelf. 

Edm. Away, away, away, away then. ; 
trail, Away, away, away, away then, C 
p ? * 


Mw <a 


* 


Hs 


Widow of Watling-ſtreet. 5x: 

Edu. I ſhall have a fimple Father-in-law, a brave Cap- 
tain, able to beat all our Street: Captain 7dle, now my 
Lady Mother will be fitted for a delicate Name, my Lady. 
late, my Lady Idle, the fineſt Name that can be for a 
Woman and then the Scholar, Maſter Pye Boord for my. 
Siſter Frances, that will be Miſtreſs Frances Pye boord, Mi- 
ſtreſs F ances Pye-boord, che y ll keep a noble Table; I War-. 
rant you: Now all the Knights Noſes are put out of 
joint, they may go to a Bone- ſetters now. 

"Enter Captain and Pye-boords _ , 

Hark, hark; O who comes here with two Torches before 
'em, my ſweet Captain, and my fine Scholar? O how 
brayely they are ſhot up in one Night, they look like fine 
Britains now methinks, here's a gallant change i faith; 
lid, they have hir'd Men and all by the Clock. 

Capt, Maſter Edmond, Kind, honeſt, dainty Maſter 
Edmond, 


Edm. Foh, ſeet Captain Father in-law, a rare pe: 
fume i fait. 
De. What, are the Brides ſtirring ? may we ſteal. up- 
on m, think ſt thou, M aſter Edmndꝰ 

Edm, Faw, they're efen upon readinels, I can affure 
vou; for they were at their Torch een now, by 1 
lame token I tumbled down the Stairs, 

He. Alas, poor Maſter Edmond. 

Enter Mußte ant. 

Capt. O, the Muſizians! I prethee, Maſter 3 
call em in, and Liquar em a little 
Edm. That l will, ſweet Captain Father-in-law,and make 


each of them as a common Fidler. [ Excunt, 
Enter Sir John Penny-Dub, and Moll above lacing / ber 
. Cloaths, 


Dub. Whewh, Miſtrels Mall, Miſtreſs Moll. 

Mell. Who's there? | 

Nub. Tis 1. 

MA. Who, Sir hn Penm- Dub? O you're an 3 
Cock faith, who would have e you to be ſa rare 
a ftirrer ? I 

Dub. Prethes, N. let me cume up. 

Mell. No by my Faith, Sir Jebn, I'll keep, you ! | 
for you Knights are very dangerous, if once ou get above. 

Hab. 1'll not ſtay i talth, 


Moll. 
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"Mo". faith you ſtiall ſtay; Wr, Sir John, 2 
note the nature uf the Climates: Vour Northern Wenchꝰ 
in her own Country may well hold out 'till ſhe be fifteen, 
but if ſhe touch the South orice, and come up to Lone 
don, here the Chimes go preſently after twelve. 

Dub. O thowrt a mad Werch 49, but I pretlice” 
make haſte, for the Prieſt is gone before. 

Mol. Do you tallow: n {11 not be long after. 

¶ FExeunt. 
Enter Sir Oliver Mfuck-bill, Vir Ruder Tipltatf, 12 
ed Skirmiſh talking. 
Muck, O moenitrous unheard of Forgery! 
Tip. Knight, I neyer heard of inch Villany in wut 


 ewn Counrry, in my Lite. 


ANuck. WS tis impoſſible, dare you * "nediritain your 
Words? 

Skir. Dare we? een to their wezen pipes; ; we know. 
an their Plots, they eannot ſquander with us, they have 
knaviſhly abus d us, made only Properties 6n's to advance 
their ſelyes upon our Shoulders, but they {hall rue The 
Abuſes, this Morning they are to be married. 

Mack, Tis too true, yet it the Widow be not too 
much beſotted on Slights and  Forgeries, the Revelation. 
of their Villanies will make em loathfome, and to that 
end, be it in private to you, I ſent late laſt Nigbt to- an 
benourable Perlonage, to whom I am much indebted in 
kindneſs, as he is to me, and therefore preſume upon the 


payment of his Tongue, and that he will lay out good. 


words for me, and to 4peak Truth, for ſuch need ful Oc- 
caſions, I only preſerve him in Bord, and ſometimes he 
may do me mere good here in the City by a free Word. 
of his Mouth, than if he had paid one half in Hard, and. 
took Doomſday for t'other, 

Tip. I troth, Sir, without ſoothing be'it ſpoken, you: 
have publiſh'd much judgment in theſe few Words. 

A uc. For you know, what fuch a Man utters will be 
thought effectual, and to weighty purpoſe, ard therefore 
into his  u6th we'll put the approved Theme of their 
Forgerie-. 

Stir. And {Il maintain it, Kright, if ſhe'll be true. 
Enter.-cervants 
aucli. Liow now, Fellow. 


* 


Serv: 


LL 


Widow of Watling-ſtreet. 57 


Serv. May it pleaſe you, Sir, my Lord is newly light- 
ed: from his Coach, 5 
Muck. Is my Lord come already ? his Honour's early; 
You ſee he loves me well; up before Heav'n, 
Truſt me, I have found him Night-capt at eleven: 
There's good hope yet; come 11] relate all to him. 


them, Sir Godfrey and Edmond, Widow chang'd in Ap- 
parel, Miftreſs Frances led between two Knights: Sir John 
Penny -· Dub and Moll: there meets them a Noble man, 
Sir Oliver Muck-hill, and dir Andrew I ipſtaff. 
Neb. By your leave, Lady. ; | 
Vid. My Lord, your Honour is moſt chaſtely wel eome. 
Nob. Madam, though I came now from Court, I come 
net to Alatter you; upon whom can I juſtly caſt this Blot, 
but upon your own Forehead, that know not Ink from 
M ilk, ſuch is the blind. beſotting in the ſtate of an un- 
headed Woman that's a Widow. For it is the Property 


of all you that are Widows (a handful excepted) to hate 


thoſe that honeſty and carefully love you, to the main- 
tenanee of Credit, State, and Poſterity, and ſtrongly to 
doat on thoſe, that only love you to undo you; and re- 
gard you leaſt, are beſt regarded; who hate you moſt , 
are beſt beloved. And if there be but one Man amongſt 
tenthouſand Millions of Men, that is accurſt, diſaſtrous, 
and evilly Planetted; whom Fortune beats moſt, whom 
God hates moſt, and all Societies eſteem leaſt, that Man 
is fure to be a Husband Such is the peeviſh Moon that 
rules your. Bloods; An impudent Fellow beſt woes you, 
2 flattering Lip heſt wins you. or. in mirth, who talks 
roughlieſt, is moſt ſweeteſt; nor can you diſtinguiſh Truth. 
from Forgeries, Miſts from Simplicity; witnels thoſe two 
deceitful Monſters, that you have entertain d for Brides 
g rooms. 15 0 

Vid. Neceitful 


Pye, All will out. 1 | 
Cap. 'Sfoot, who was blabb'd, George? that fooliſfr 
N h:las, | | | 25 
Neb. For what they have beſotted your eaſie Blood 
withal, were nought but Forgeries, the er v 
for Husbands, and the Con uring for the Chain 5 
5 4 , LIN I 


| . ¶Exeunt: 
Enter the tw» Bridegrooms, Captain, and Scholar. After 
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frey heard the falſhood of all; ; nothing but meer Knaveiy, 

_— and Couzenage. 

id. O wonderful indeed I wondered chat my Hul - 

band with all his Cralt, could not keep himtelt out of 

| Purgatory. 

Sir Ged. And I more © waders that my Chain ſhould be 
gone, and my Taylor had none of it. 


tied from Marriage, having ſuch a Mind to 'tz come dir 
John Penm - Dieub, lair Weather on our hide, the Moon bas 
chang d ſince Yeſternighe, ö 
Tye. The ſting of every evil is within me. | 
deb. And that you may perceive I feign not withy ybu, 
behold their Fellow- actor in thoſe Forgeries, who full of 
Spleen and Eryvy at their fo ſudden Advancements, | re- 
veal'd all their let in anger. 
Pye, Pale Soldier, to reveal us. 
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Ey es open? 


too ſoon you believ'd to be trne? 
Mid. O, to my ſhame, I do. 


truly Joſt, and ſtrangely found again. 
Neb. Reſdlye him ot that, Soldier. 
. Skir, In few words, ede, dente wert db Arche 
Gull of all 1 ker. 9 251 ee 
Sir God. How, Sir 7 | 
Sli, Nay, II proveit: for che Chain was 2 hid i in 
the Roſemary- bank all this while, and thou got'ſt nim out 
of Priſon to Corjure for it, who did it ad mirably-tuſtian- 


where it was? 

Sir Ged. O Villainy of Villains! but how came my 
Chain there ? 

Stir. Where's Truly la, Adee la? be that will mot 
Swear, but Lye; he that will not ſteal, but Rob: Fure 
Nichelas S aint e. 
dir Grd. O Villain! one of our Seciety, 

Deem always Holy, Pure, Religious: | 

A Puzitap, a 'Thist2:when wast ever hearxd? 

Sooner we'll kill a Man, than ſteal, thou know'ſt. 8 
ut 


* 


Moll. And I wordred moſt of all, that 1 ſhould: be 


al. Is't Polbr we ihould be blinded ſo, and our 
Nob. Widow, will you nov believe chat fake, which 


Sir Ged. But under favour, my Lord, my Chain » was 


ly, for indeed what needed any others. When he knew 


r 


Widow of Watling-ſtreet, &c. 59 
Out Slave, I'll rend my Lion from my Back ——— 
With mine own Hands. 1 

Nich. Dear Maſter, oh. 

Neb. Nay Knight, dwell in patience, 
And now, Widow, being fo near the Church, *twere 


great pity, nay, uncharity, to ſend you home again with- 


out a Husband : Draw neat, you of true Worthip, State 
and Credit: That ſhould not ſtand fo far off from a Wi- 
dow, and ſuffer forged Shapes to come between you. 
Not that in theſe | blemiſh the true Title of a Captain, or 
blot the fair margent of a Scholar, for I honour worthy 
and deſerving partsin the one, and cheriſh fruitful Vir- 
tues in the other. Come Lady, and you Virgin, be- 
ſtow your Eyes and your pureſt Affections, upon Men of 
Eſtimation, both in Sourt and City, that have lon 


woed yau, and both with their Hearts and Wealth ſin- 
cerely love you, 


— 


Sir God. Good Siſter, do: Sweet little-Frank theſe are 
Men of Reputation, you ſhall be welcome at Court; a 


great Credit for a Citizen, fweet Siiter. 


Neb. Come, her filence does conſent to't. 
Wid. 1 know not with what Face. 2 
_ Pah, pah, with your on Face, they deſire no 
Other. ö 
id. Pardon me, worthy Sirs, I and my Daughters 
have wrong'd your Loves. 
Mack. *Tis eaſily pardon'd, Lady, 
It you youchſate it now. | 
Vid. With all my Heart. 
Fran. And 1, Sir John, with Soul, Heart, Lights, and all. 
Sir God. They are all mine, Moll. 
Nob. Now Lady; 
What honeſt Spirit, but will applaud your choice, 
And gladly furniſh you with Hand and Voice: 
A happy change, which makes een Heav'n rejoice, 
Come, enter in your Joys, you ſhall not want 
For Fathers, now I doubt it not, believe me, 
But that you fhall have Hands enough to give ye. : 
| Exe ant omnes. 
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HERE AS one J. Tonſen and Accomplices 
| have with a manifeſt Aſſurance aſſerted, that 
they are the Proprietors of eK Plays, and. 
notwi.hſtanding they have publiſhed ſeveral of the ſaid 
Plays in a veiy incorrect and imperſect Manner, printed 
on a very bad Letter, in ſome of which there are à great 
Number of Omiſſions, occaſioned by Careleſsneſs or Ig- 
norance, and in all Probability by both, whereby the 
Plays fo printed, pr more properly- pyrated by the faid 
J. Tonſon in Conjunction with his Accomplices are ren- 
der'd unintelligible, and of no Service, yet in order to 
caſt che ſame Odium an the Plays beaurifilly and cor- 
realy primed by R. Walker, which J. Tonſon's maim'd 
Editions juſtly deſerve, they have cauſed an Advertiſement - 
to be ſigned by Mr. Chetwood, Prompter of Drury- 
Lane P.ay-houſe, which is ſo abſurd and impertinent, 
that it, is thought very proper to make the following 
Anſwer, „ | | 
FH HE REAS an Advertiſement was inſerted in ſeveral 
of the News Papers, figned WILLIAM CHETWOOD, 
in Relation to R. Walker's Edition of Shakeſpear, 1 
think myſelf obliged to ſhew the Publick, that the ſaid 
Advertiſement is FOOLISH, FALSE and SCANDALOUS,. 
 FooLis4t in a Fellow to thruſt himſelf officionſly and 
impertimently into a Buſineſs which no ways concerns bim, 
and that too, at the Expence of Med, ewhich he has, 
avith 4 great deal of Affectation, always pretended to; 
for nothing can certainly be ſo wain or impudent as this 
 Promptor's anſeuering publickly to a Charge that was ne- 
ver brought againſt him; no ſuch Thing having been ever 
f nſinuated by Mr. Walker, as that he made uſe of any Copy © 
totained from him, for it would be of ng more Service ts 
have his Marks of Exits, Entrances, Properties, &e. 
than it auonld be to print any of the Drolls, or other . 
Rubhiſh written by himſelf. ; 8 
Fa Ls E in ſaying My. Walker's Edition has innumera- 
Ble Errors in it, and is not as Aged at the Theatres; 
but this is a Falſeboad that almoft every Reader is able 
to diſcover, who, without doubt, can judge of this as 
well as the Prompter, the Candle-Snuffer , or any other 
Servant of” the. Houſe. * | 5 
Aud 8CANDALOUS, in ſaying, The Right of ihe Proprie- 
tors it baſely invaded ; for if they bad any. Right they 
would try it, which they have been oftentimes called upon 
'#0 do; by R. N aller. 5 * | 
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(tho Tonſon's ſpurious Edition kills him on the Stage) 


ſame Tragedy as well as the Epilogue, which was ſpo- 


Edition; in which there is not one Scene in the whole 
as Added at the Theatres, neither has it the ſame be- 


tion of Mr. Tate, to his eſteemed Friend, Thomas 
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Nonſenſe. 


Ger Phys beiter worth 4d. than thoſe maim'd Scraps | 


Pect Tonen Omſrms and Bun- 
ers: in the ., ragedy of King Lear, which. render; 
the ſame uſeleſs and anintelligible. 6 


N the firſt Place he is wrong in his Title ; he Calls. | 
it The 2 and Death of King Lear; the original 
tle by Shakes 1 ir, was only King Lear, a Tragedy, 
and when alter'd and reviv'd by N. Tate, Eſq; The Hi- 
of King Lear and his three Daughters ; how can it 
be called The Life and Death of King Lear, when in 
the Play as it has been ated for near 50 Years laſt paſt 


King Lear at the Concluſion of the Play remains alive, 
and gives his Daughter Cordelia in Marriage to Edgar, 

Son to Gloceſter, 

In the 2d Place, he has omitted the Prologue to the 


ken by the Celebrated Mrs. Barry. | 
In the 3d Place, he has printed it from an erroneous 


ni or ending. | 
In the 4th Place, he has omitted the curi pus Dedica- 


Boteler, Eſq; on the Revival of the Play. 


Beſides what is already obſerved, there are innume- 
Table Omiſſions and Bluoders in his other Plays, viz, + 
Julius Ceſar, Macbeth, Titus Andronicus, The Tempeſt, 
and ſeveral others, inſomuch that there is ſcarce one Play 
that is perfect; ſome want PFrotftiſpieces, ſome the Ti- 
tles, and in ſeveral others, whole Scenes, half Pages, 
and Speeches, are entirely omitted: So that each Vol. 
of 'Tonſon's, may be called a Galli main of Scraps ang 


N. B. The Tragedy of Antony and 0 leopatra pub- 
liſhed by Tonſon and his Accomplices, is printed from 
an. erroneous Edition, and very incorrect and mangled. 
Therefore this is to give Notice to my Subſcribers and 
others, that on Thurſday next the ſame Tragedy will 
be. publiſhed by. me, fiom the Genuine Edition, and 
great Care ſhall be taken that the ſame ſhall be correct 
and beautifully printed; to render that as well as all my 


. by Tonſon at 3d. 


3 WALKER, | 
4+ | 


